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OF THE LATE 


Mr LAURENCE STERNE, 


a 


To W. G Efq. 
Coxwould, Fuly 1, 1 


‘yo Am fafe arrived at my bower—an 


I truft that you have no longer any 
doubt about coming to embower it with 
me. Having, for fix months together, 
been running at the ring of pleafure, you 
will find that repofe heré which, all young 
B ae 


as 


5 LETTERS OF THE LATE 


as you are, you ought to want. We will 
be witty, or claffical, or fentimental, as it 
fhall pleafe you beft. My milk-maids 
fhall weave you. garlands; and every day 
after coffee I will take you to pay a vilit to 
my nuns. Do not, however, indulge your 
fancy beyond meafure, but rather let me 
indulge mine, or, at leaft, let me give 
you the hiftory of it, and the fair fifterhood 
who dwell in one of it’s vifionary corners. 
Now, what is all this about? you'll fay— 
have a few moments patience, and I will 


tell you. 


You muft know then, that, on paffing 
out of my back door, I very foon gain 
apath, which, after conducting me through 
feveral verdant meadows and fhady thick- 
ets, brings me, in about twenty minutes, 
to the ruins of a monaftery, where, in 


tomes 
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times long paft, a certain number of cloit= 

tered females had devoted their—lives— 
I fearce know what I was eoing to write— 
to religious folitude.—This faunter of 
mine, when I take it, I call paying a vifit 


ZO my RUNS. 


It is an awful fpot—a rivulet flows 
by it, and a lofty bank, covered with 
wood, that rifes abruptly on the oppofite 
fide, gives a gloom to the whole, and for- 
bids the thoughts, if they were ever fo 
difpofed, from wandering away from the 
place. Solitary fanctity never found a nook 
more appropriated to her nature!—It is 
a place for an antiquary to fojourn in for 

@ month—and examine with all the {pirie 
of rufty refearch. But Iam no antiquary, 
as you well knew—and, therefore, I come 

here 


Be 
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So I lean, lackadayfically, over a gate, 
and look at the paffing ftream—and for- 
give the fpleen, the gout, and the envy of 
a malicious world. And, after having ta- 
ken a ftroll beneath mouldering arches, 
I fummon the fifterhood together; and 
take the faireft among them, and fit down 
with her on a ftone beneath a bunch of al- 
ders—and:do—what? you'll fay—why I ex- 
amine her gentle heart, and fee how it is 
attuned; I then guefs at her wifhes, and 
play with the crofs that hangs at her bo- 


fom—in fhort—J make love to her. 


Fie, for fhame! Triftram—that is not 
as it ought to be:—Now I declare, on 
the contrary, that it is exactly what it 


Ou eht 


MR. LAU RE NCE 
Dass ge ae 4 
Ougi ht to be; for, th iough philofophers may 
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fay, among the many other foolifh things 
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Miao Seehere hen ad. Wea q 
pil olopners have iaid, th ata man wna O1 
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in love 1s not in his right fenfes—I do af- 


c e . $4 : . + 
? .is¢ a thaix = 
xT (yin. oppoution tO aii their laws an 


fes,. or I would rather fay his right fenti- 


ng fome 


poe 


ments, but when he 1s purfu 
Dulcinea or other. If that fhould be the 
cafe with you at this moment, I will for- 
give your ftaying from me; but if this let- 
ter fhould find you at the inftant when 
your laft flame is blown out, and before 
a new one is lighted up, and you fhould 
not take poft and come to me and my 
nuns, I will abufe you in their name and 
my own, to the end of the chapter— 
though I believe, after all, at the end of 


the chapter, I fhould feel myfelf 
affectionately your’s, 


L. STERNE, 


SS 


——— 
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DE? VE Eee 


Coxwould, Fuly ty, 1764». 


ND fo you have been at the feats of 


4 the learned.—If I could have guefied. 
at fuch an intention, I would have contrived 
that fomething in an epiftolary fhape fhould 
have met you there, with half a dozen 
lines recommending you to the care of 
the Majier of Fefus——He was my tutor 
when I was at College, and a very good 
kind of man. He ufed to let me have my. 
way, when I was under his dire&tion, and 
that fhewed his fenfe, for I was born to 


travel 


7 


travel out of the common road, and to get 

fide fromthe highway path, and he had 
fenfe enough to fee it, and not rouble 
me with trammels. I was neither aoe 
to be a thill-bor{e, nor a fore-horfé ; in fhort 
I was not made to goin a team, but to am- 
ble along as I liked; and fo that I do not 
kick, or fplafh, or run over any one, who 


in the name of common fenfe has a right 


to interrupt me?—Let the good folks 


iaugh if they will, and much good may 
it do them. Indeed, I am perfuaded, and 
I think I could prove, nay, and 1 would 
do it, if I were writing a book inftead 
of a letter, the truth of what I once told 
a very great ftatefman, orator, politician, 
and as much more as you pleafe—that every 


time a man finiles—much more fo—ewhen be 


laughs—it adds fomething to the fragment of 


life. 
B 4 But 


a 
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ftaying five days at Cambridge 
does not come within the immediate reach 
of my crazy comprehenfion, and you might 
have employed your: time much, much 
better, in urging your mettlefome tits to 


SBE Pe | f gee & 
wards Coxwould. 


may fuppofe that you have been pick- 
a hole in the fkirts of Gibb’s cum- 
brous architecture, or meafuring the fagade 
of Trinity College fibre or peering about 
e gothic perfe€tions of King’s College 
Chapel, or, which was doing a_ better 
thing, fipping tea and talking fentiment- 
ally with the Mifs Cookes, or difturbing 
Mr. Gray with one of your enthufiaftic 
vifits—I fay diflurbing him, for with all 
your own agreeablenefs, and all your ad- 
miration of him, he would rather have 
your room than yourcompany. But mark 


me, 
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me, I do not fay this to his glory, but to 
his fhame. For I would be content with 


any room, fo | had your company. 


But tell me, I befeech you, what you 
did with S—— all this time. The look- 
ing at the heavy walls of muzzing Colle- 
ges, and gazing at the mouldy pictures of 
their founders, is not altogether in his 
way; nor did he wander where I have 
whilom wandered, on Cam’s all verdant 
banks with willows crowned, and call the 
mufe: Alas, he’d rather call a waiter— 
and how fuch a milkfop as you could tra- 
vel—I mean be fuffered to travel, two 
leagues in the fame chatfe with him, I know 
not—but from that admirable and kind 
pliability of {pirit which you poffefs when- 
ever you pleafe, but which you do not ale 
ways pleafe to poffels, I do not mean 
Bee that 
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that a man fhould wear a court drefs whe 

he is going to a puppet-fhow; but, on the 
other hand, to keep the beft fuit of em- 
broidery for thofe only whom he loves,. 
though there is fomething noble in it, will 
never do. The world, my dear friend, 
will not let it do. - For while there are fuch 
qualities in the human mind as ingratitude 
and duplicity, unlimited confidence and 
this patriotifm of friendfhip, which Ihave 
heard you rave and rant about, is a very 


dangerous bufinefs. 


I could preach a fermon on the fubject— 
to fay the truth, I am got as grave asif 
I were in my pulpit. Thus are the pro- 
jects of this life deftroyed. When I took 
up my pen, my humour was gay, frifky, 
and fanciful—and now I am fliding into 
all the fee-faw gravity of folemn councils. 


I want 
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I want nothing but an afs to look over my 
pales and fet up a braying to keep me in 


countenance. 


Leave, leave’ your Lincolnfhire feats, 
and come tomy dale;, S——, I know, 1s 
heartily tired of you:. Befides. I want a 
nurfe, for I am not quite.well, and have 
taken to. milk-coffee:. Remember me, 
however, to him. kindly, and to yourfelf 


cordially, for: 
1 anvyours, moft truly,. 


iL. STERNE, 


LETTER 
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LE. FT. V4 SRS 


To’ W.C. Efq. 


Coxwould, Aug. 5, 17646 


N D ‘fo you fit in S——’s temple and 

drink tea, and converfe claffically :— 
now I fhould like to know what is the na- 
ture of this diforder which you call clafii- 
cality ;—if it confifts in a rage to converfe 
on ancient fubjeéts in a modern manner ; 
or on modern fubjects in an antient one;— 
or are you both out of your fenfes, and 
do you fancy yourfelves with Virgil and 
Florace at. Sinueffa, or with Tully and At- 
ticus at Tufculum? Oh how it would de- 
light 
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light me to peep at you from behind a lau- 
rel bufh, and fee you furrounded with co- 
lumns and- covered by adome, quaffing 
the extract of a Chinefe weed, and talking 
of men who boafted the infpiration of the 


Falernian grape ! 


What.a couple of vapid, inert beings 


you muft be!—I fhould really give you 
up for loft, if it were not for the confi- 
dence I have in the reinvigorating powers 
of my fociety, to which you. muff now 
have immediate recourfe, if you with for 
areftoration. Make hafte then, my good 
friend, and feek the aid of your phyfician 


ere it be too late. 


You know not the intereft I take in your 
welfare. ave I not ordered all the li- 
nen to be taken out of the prefs, and re- 
wafhed 
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wafhed. before it was dirty, that yousmay 
have a clean table cloth every day, with: 
a napkin into the bargain ?. And have I not 
ordered akind of windmill, that. makes. 
my- head ach again. with. its. clatter, to. be 
placed in my fine’ cherry-tree, that: the: 
fruit may be preferved:from: the birds, . to: 
furnith, you. a defert? And do you not: 
Know that you will have curds and cream 
for your fupper?: Think on thefe things, 
and. let’ S—— go-to Lincoln feffions by 
himfelf, and: talk claffically. with country 

juftices.’ In the meantime we will: philo-- 
fophize and fentimentalize ;—the laft word: 
isa bright: invention. of. the: moment. in: 
which: it was written, for yours. or. Dr.. 
Johnfon’s fervice,—and you fhall fit in: 
my ftudy and take a peep* into-the world: 
as. into a fhow-box; and amufe yourfelf as 

I prefent the pictures of it to your imagi- 


nation, 
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nation. Thus will I teach you tolaugh at 
its follies, to pity tts errors, and defpife 


its injuftice;—and I. will introduce you, 


among the reft, to fome tender-hearted: 


damfel, on wsofe cheeks fome:bitter af- 
fiction has placed a tear ;—and: having 


heard her ftory, you: fhall. take a white 


handkerchief from your pocket to wipe: 
the moifture from her eyes, and from your: 


own: —and then you fhali go to bed, not. 


to the damfel, but with an hezrt confcrous 


of thofe fentiments, and poffefied of thofe 


feelings, which will give foftnefs to your 


pillow, fweetnefs to your flumbers, and 
gladnefs to your waking moments. 

You fhall fit in my porch, and laugh at 
attic veftibules. I love the claffics as welk 
as any man ought to love them,—but a- 
mong all their fine fayings, their fine wri- 


tings, 
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tings, and their fine verfes, their moft en- 
thufiaftic admirer would not be able to find 
me half a dozen ftories that have any fenti- 


ment in them,—and fo much for that. 


If you don’t come foon, I fhall fet about 
another volume of Triftram without you. 


So God blefs you, for 


Iam your’s moft truly, 


L. STERNE. 


LETTER 
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? aa A 4 4a ld Py ¥ Tore y 7A 
Coxwould, near Eafingwould, 
- « 


Auguft 8, 1764. 


A M erieved for your downfall, though 

it was only out of a park-chair— 
May it be the laft you will receive in this 
world; though, while I write this with, 
my heart heaves a deep figh, and I believe 
it will not be read by you, my friend, 


without a fimilar accompaniment. 


Alas! alas! my dear boy, you are born 
with talents to foar aloft with; but you 
have an heart, which, my apprehenfions 
tell 
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tell me, will keep you low.—I do not 


mean, you know I do not, any thing bafe 


your way above the ftorm, I am afrai 
that you will calmly fubmit to its rigours, 
and houfe yourfelf afterwards in fome hum- 
ble fhed, and there live contented, and 
chaunt away the time, and be loft to the 


world. 


Flow the wind blows I know not; and 
T have not an inclination to walk to my 
window, where, perhaps, I might catch, 
the courfe of a cloud and be fatisfied,— 
but here I am up to my knees—I fhould 
rather fay up to my heart, in a fubject,, 
which is ever accompanied with fome af-. 
flicting vaticination or other. I am not 
afraid of your doing any wrong but to 
lf. A fecret knowledge of fome 

: 


Cir- 
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circumftances which you have never com- 
. a j } - } “1-y ed ae * 
municated to me, have alarmed my altec 


‘tion for you—not from any immediate 


harm they can produce, but from the con- 
viction they have forced upon me, con- 
cerning your difpofition, and the nicer 
parts of your charaéter. If you do not 
come foon to me, I fhall take the wings 
of fome fine morning and fly to you; but 
I fhould rather have you here; for I with. 
to have you alone; and if you will let me 
be a Mentor to you for one little month, 
I will be content—and you fhall be a Mea- 
tor tome the reft of the year; or, if you 


will, the reft of my days. 


I long, moft anxioufly, my dear friend, 


to teach you—not to give an opiate to 


thofe fenfibilities of your nature, which 


make me love you as I do; nor to check 


you ¥ 


that giv es fuch grace 


to pohth’d youth; nor to yield the beve- 
rage of the fountain for the neétar of the 
cafk; but to ufe the world no better, or 
to pleafe you avery little better, than it de- 
ferves.—But think not, I befeech you, tha 
I would introduce my young Telemachus to 
fuch a foul and f{quint-eyed piece.of pol- 
lution as Sufpicion. Avaunt to fuch abafe 
ungenerous paffion! J would fooner car- 
ry you to Calyp/o at once, and give you at 
-Teaft a little pleafure for your pains. But 
there is a certain little fpot to be found 
fomewhere in the mid-way between truft- 
ing every body and trufting nobody; and 
fo well am I acquainted with the longi. 
tudes, latitudes, and bearings of this 
world of ours, that I could put my finger 
upon it, and direé&t you at once to it; and 
ithink I could give you fo many good 


reafons 
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reafons why you fhould go there, that you 


would not hefitate to fet:off ee ae. 


2 

* 

~) 
povted 


and I would accompany you thither, anc 
ferve asa Cicerone to you. 1 wifh therefore 
nuch, very much, to talk with you about 


that and other ferious matters. 


As for your bodily infirmity, never 
mind it; you may come here by gentle 
ftages, ‘and without inconvenience; and 
I will be your furgeon, or your nuries and 
warm your verjuice every evening arid 
bathe your see n with it, and talk of thefe 
things. So tellme, I pray you, the day 
that 1am to meet you at York. fn the 
mean time, and always may a good Provi- 


dence prote & you—Ivis the Gneere with of 


Your affectionate, 


Gee 
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ob. IT. Div a 
To Wy Case Rig: 


Wednefday Mornings 


| HIS letter will meet you at Hew- 
it’s, inftead of myfelf; for I have taken 

fome how or other, and I know not how, 
a very violent cold, and cannot come; and 
as I would receive you with my beft looks, 
if poffible, as well as my beft welcome, 
Tam nurfing myfelf into fome fort of ref- 


toration againft your arrival; though my 
cough torments me without mercy, and 


I am fo hoarfe at this moment, that I can 


fcarce make myfelf heard acrofs my table. 


This 
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This phthific of mine will fooner or la- 
ter, and, perhaps, fooner than either I or 
_. you, my fgiend, may think, bear me to 
my laft afylum from a’ fplenetic world. 
You will fay, perhaps, that I am fplenetic 
lfo in my turn, by writing thus gravely ;— 
but as I well know this vile cough 1s the 
engine which that {care-crow death em- 
ploys to fhatter my poor frame, and bring 
it to his dominion, how can:I be merry or 
fatisfied?——It is true, Ilove laughing and 
merry-making, and all that, as well as 
any foul upon earth; neverthelefs, I cannot 
think of piping and taboring it out of the 
world, like the figures in Holbein’s dance. 
Befides I. have been fo ufed. ta my. own 
way, that I don’t like to be put out of it, 
by being made to cough fo viilatnoufly as 


Ido, morethan half my time. It 1s moft 


inurbane in him,—by Heaven, it is cow- 


ardly 
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1 
t 


ardly in the rafcal, torob me of thofe fpi- 
rits, with which I have fo often defeated 


him: 


And this-is not all,—for I have forty 
volumes more to write; nay, and have 
abfolutely promifed the world to do it; 
and I have my engagements to you as well 
as to the world—and to myfelf as well as 
to you both; and how fhall I keep my 
word as an author and a gentleman, and 
what is of more confequence than either— 
ds a friend,—if I cannot thake off this piece 
of anatomy: Befides, no one can do thefe 
things for me but myfelf; the bufinefs is 
beyond all power of attorney ; for if I were 
to leave fifty executors to my laft will and 
teftlament, and if they were to be joined 


by a regiment of adminiitrators and af. 


fiens 
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ns, they could not take up their pens 


and do as I would do. 


But what a wayward fancy mine is !—and 
with what a feducing pen am I writing — 
for I am got leagues without number from 
the idea hich danced before me, when 
I firft began this letter. And here I am 
wrong again :——for what great diftance can 
there be between the grave of my grand- 


father and my own; and it was to his tomb 


I know full well, that all fprainec 
your ancle Ina 74 be 7 men fs | he 5s 1 
yourancie may be, it will be wholly im- 
pofible for you to pat through York 
without popping your head into its cathe- 
dral, and indulging your mind with a few 
of thofe reflections which fuch a building 
5 Q > ] 7 r= AT = 
is calculated to infpire. N ow, wh« 


mo 


\ 
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are there, tell a verger to conduct you to 
the tomb of Archbifhop Sterne. He is 
the fame whofe picture you faw at Cam- 
bridge, and which you were pleafed to fay, 
bore fo ftrong a refemblance to me. In 
the marble whole length figure which dig- 
nifies the monument, you will find the 
likenefs ftill ftronger: and if I drop in this 
corner of the world, I fhould like to be 
depofited in that corner of the church, and 
fleep out my laft fleep befide my pious 


anceftor. 


He was an excellent prelate and an ho- 
neft man:—lI have not half his virtues, if 
report fpeaks true of us both, which, for 
his fake, I hope it does—and for my own, 
I hope it does not. Though, to ufe an 
expreffion which dropped from the lips 


and at the table of a brother drch-prelate 


of 


MR, LAURENCE 
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of his, and one of his fucceffors, <¢ My 


ideas are fometimes rather too difor derly 


fora man. in orders.”? In his Grace’s Concio 


ad clerum, \ do not find myfelf a very princi- 
pal figure, but in his private hours, he is 


always moft cordial to me. 
The day after to-morrow, I {hall hope 


to embrace you at my gate ; till then, my 


dear friend, may God blefs you—and al. 
ways. 


Your’s, moft affectionately, 


Eo RON -B; 


C2 LETTER 
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Coxwould, Monday Morning. 


W SHALL forgive the tardinefs of yout 

paffage hither, if it be true, asa ftill {mall 
voice of a York goffip has informed me, 
that you repofe, with your infirm limb, on 
a fofa, in Mrs, ——-—’s withdrawing room, 
and have your coffee and tea handed you 
by her two daughters, and one of them 
has charms enough for the three Graces— 
and that they play on their harpfichord, 
and, with veices ftolen from heaven, fing 
duets to you; while you, ftretched ‘on da- 


ma{k 
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mafk, command, as it were, that. little 
world of beauty and good fenfe which fure 


rounds you. 


You cannot, my good friend, have 
known the charming people, with whom 
you are fo happy, more than eight and 


forty hours at moft. Now I make this 


obfervation, merely to have the pleafure 


of making another, which is, that you 


have learned the art, and a very comfort- 


able one it is, of fetting yourfelf at eafe 


with worthy fpirits, when you have the 


good fortune to.meet them. Indeed, I may 


claim the credit of having taught you the 
maxim, that life is too fhort to be long in. 
forming the tender and happy connections: 
of it. ’Tis a miferable wafte of time, as. 


well as a very bafe bufinefs, to be looking: 


at each other, as an ufurer looks at a fecu- 


C 3 rity; 
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rity, to find a flaw in it No:—if you 
meet a heart worth being admitted into, 
and you really feel yourfelf worthy of ad- 
miffion, the matter is arranged in five 


hours, as well as five years. 


Hail, ye gentle fympathies, that can ap- 
proach two amiable hearts to each other, and 
chafe every difcordant idea from an union 
that nature has defigned by the fame happy 
colouring of character that fhe has given 
them !—But /ucus a non lucendo—I have re- 
ceived a kind of a/b dajb fort of letter 
from Garrick—out of which all my che- 
miftry cannot extract a fympathetic atom. 
Tam glad, however, to have an opportu- 
nity of writing a fhort anfwer to him, that 


I may addrefs a long poft{eript to his cara 


fpofi 
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I love Garrick on the ftage, better than 
any thing inthe world, except Mrs. Garrick 
off it; and if there is any one heart in the 
world I fhould like to get a corner of—it 
would be hers. But I am too great a fin- 
ner to do more than approach the portal of 
fo much excellence—there to bend one 
Knee at leaft, and ejaculate at a diftance 


from the altar, 


I have often thought on what this {pirit 
of idolatry, which is continually bearing 
me to the feet of fome fair image or other; 
will do with me twenty years hence; and 
whether, after having had, during my 
younger days, a damfel to fmooth my pil- 
low—I fhould find one, in my age, to put 
on my flipper. However, I need not trou- 
ble myfelf or you about thefe conjectures; 
C4 for 
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t for I well know there is not life in me te 


make the experiment. 


This inftant brings me a letter from your 
kind hoftefs, who is determined not to 
let you go till I come.to fetch you.—To- 

morrow, by noon, therefore, I fhall em- 


brace you, and her—and—the damfelse 
Iam, moft cordially yours, 


LoOoossD BIR Ne Ee 


MR, LAURENCE STERNEs 


pr reer roe vIn. 


To 


a te % 
ee 


Grazy Cafile. i 


"— ‘HOUGH [hope and truft you’ be-- 
heve that 1 am not only difpofed to: 
Jaugh with thofe who laugh, but to weep> 


with thofe who weep ;—yet it is moft true, 


ry dear friend, that I could not but 
{mile as I read the account you fent me of 
your. diftrefs and’ difappointment; and 
when I gave your letter to Hull, for you- 
fee I am at Crazy Caflle, he laughed thes 


tears into his. eyes. 


me 
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Now you muft not fuppofe, nor can 
you imagine, that either of us trifled with 
your fufferings, for you know I love you, 
and Hall fays you are -a lad of promife; 
but we were merry at the amiable fimplicity 
of your nature, in wondering that there 
is ever any villainy in a villainous world ; 
and at the idea, how little a time you were 
deftined to poffefs that delicious—for I will 
call it with all its {crapes and duperies, a 
delicious fentiment. You have juft open- 
ed the volume of life, and ftartle to finda 
blot in the firft page; alas! alas! as you 
proceed, you will find whole pages fo blot- 
ted.and blurred, that you will fcarce be able 
to diftinguifh the charaéters. ’Tis a forry 
bufinefs I muft confefs, to plant fufpicion 
in a breaft that has never known it, and to 
check the glow of hope which animates the 
beginning of the journey, by pointing out 


the 


= 
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the interruptions and dangers that will be 
neceffarily encountered in the courfe of it: 
But this is the duty of friendfhip, and 
arifes from the nature of our exiftenceand 
the ftate of the world. If, however, after 
all, you can acquire an ufeful experience, 
and be taught to put yourfelf on your 
guard, at the expence of a few fcore gui- 
neas, you have made a good bargain :— 
fo be content, and no more of your com- 


Tasnae 
pialnings. 


But you will tellme, perhaps, that itis . 


not the matter of the lofs, but the manner 
of it, that. you confider as a misfortune : 
The being treated fo ill, and with fo much 
ingratitude, is the bufinefs that afflicts you, 
Hall, who is ftill laughing, bids me tell 
you for your comfort, that he who dupes 
muft be a rajcal; and he who is duped 


C 6 may 
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may be an hone man; but he ‘is a CVHies 
and adminifters his dofe in his own way. 
Now, was I to confole you in mine, I 
fhould tell you, that. gratitude is not fo 
common a virtue in the world as it ought 
to be, for all our fakes: but ingratitude, 
my dear friend, is not an offspring of the 
prefent moment; it feems to have exifted 
from the beginning, and will continue to 


difgrace the world when we have long been 


in the valley of Jehofaphat: nay, youmutt 
have read—indeed I know that I have 
Written a fermon upon the fubje&—that of 
the lepers who were healed, but ove return- 
ed to give thanks for his. reftoration, I do 
not, however, tell you thefe things that 
you may find confolation in the miferable 
habits of mankind, but that you may not 
fuppofe yourfelf worfe ufed than the reft 


of the world, which is very common with 


young 
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young men like yourfelf, who feel at every 
pore, and have not yet had that collifion 
with untoward circumftances which a- 
wakens caution, or begets patience. 
And fo much for you and your miferies, 
which I doubt not will have been diffipated 
by the bewitching {miles of fome fair dam-~ 
fel or other, before my grave fee-faw let- 
ter fhall reach you. Let me know, I beg 
of you, your plan of operations for the 
winter, if you have one. You may, I 
think—though you may think otherwife— 
fly from the joys and damps of this unge- 
nial climate, and winter ferenely with me 
in Languedoc; your company would do 
me good, and mine would do you no harm: 
—at leaft I think fo; and we fhall return 
to London time enough to peep in at Ra- 
nelagh, and look at the birth-day. In 


fhort 


& 
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fhort, write to me upon the fubje&t, and 


direct to me here, for here I am to be dur- 


oO 


ing this fhooting month of September; fo 
God blefs you, and give you patience if 


you want it. 


I remain, 


) Yours, moft cordially, 


L., Si Be deni ein - 


MR, LAURENCE STERNE. 


Ree eee ey eh re 
To W-— C-—, Ef. 
Coxavould, Fune L os 1765. 


‘QO Burton*® really told you with a grave 
face, and an apparent mortification, 
that I had ridiculed my Irifh friends at 
Bath for an hour together, and had made 
a large company merry at Lady Lepel’s + 
table during an whole afternoon at their 
expence. By Heaven’s’tis falfe as mitre- 
prefentation can make it, It is not in 


my nature, I truft, to be fo ungrateful, as 


I fhould be, if abfent or prefent, I were to. 


be 


* The late amiable and excellent Lord Cunningham, 


$ The late Lady Mulgrave. 
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be ungracious to them. ‘That I fhould’ 
make Burton look grave, whofe counte- 
nance is formed to mark the-fmiles of an 

miable and an honeft heart, is not within 
my chapter of pofibilities:—I am fure it is 
not in that of my intentions to fay any 
thing that is inurbane of fuch a man as he: 
is:—for, in my life, did I: never commu- 
nicate with a gentleman of qualities. more 
winning,. and difpofitions more 


generous. 
Ik 


He invited me to his houfe with kin dnefs, . 
and he gave me a truly gracefuibwelcome 
for it was with all. his heart: He is. as 
much formed to make fociety -pleafant as 
any one T ever faw; and I with he were as. 
rich as Croefus, that he might do all the 
eood an unbounded eae would lead 
him to do, I never paffed’ more pleafant 
hours in my life than with him and his-fai 


coun- 
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countrywomen; and foul befall the man 
who fhould let drop a word in difpraife of 
him or them !—And there is the charming 
widow Moor, where, if I had not a. piece 
of legal meadow of my own, I fhould re- 
joice to batten the reft of my days ;—and 
the gentle elegant Gore, with her fine form 
and Grecian face, and whofe lot I truft it 
will be to make fome man happy, who 
knows the value of a tender heart :—Nor 
fhall I forget another widow, the intereft- 
ing Mrs. Vefey, with her vocal, and fifty 
other accomplifhments.—I abufe them!— 
it muft not be told,—for it is falfe,—and 
it fhould not be believed, for it 1s unna- 
tural.—It is true I did talk of them, for 
an hour together, but no farcafm or un- 
lucky fallies mingled with my fpeech:— 
Yes, I did talk of them as they would 
with 


LETTERS OF THE LATE 4 


i) 


with to be talked of,—with finiles on my 
countenance, praife on my tongue, hila- 
rity in my heart, and: the goblet in my 
hand.—Befides, I am myfelf of their own 
country:—My father was a confiderable 
tie on duty with his regiment in Ireland; 
and my mother gave me to the world when 
fhe was there, on duty with him. I beg 
of you, therefore, to make all thefe good 
people believe that I have been at leaft 
mifunderftood, for it is impoffible that 
Lady Barrymore could mean to mifreprefent 
me. 


Read Burton this letter if you have an 
opportunity, and affure him of my mott 
cordial efteem and refpe& for him and all 
his focial excellencies: and whifper fome- 
thing kind and gentle for me, as you well 


know 
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know how, to my fair countrywomen ; and 
let not an unmerited prejudice or difplea- 
fure againft me remain any longer in their 
tender bofoms.—When you get into dif- 
grace of any kind, be affured that I will 


do as much for you. 


I am here as idle as eafe of heart can 
make me:—lI fhall wait for you till the be- 
ginning of next month; when, if you do 
not come, I fhall proceed to while away 
the reft of the fummer at Crazy Caj/ile and 
Scarborough. In the beginning, the very 
beginning of Oétober, 1 mean to arrive 
in Bond-ftreet with my Sermons; and when 
I have arranged their publication, then— 
hey go mad for Italy—whither you would 
do well to accompany me.—In the mean 
time, however, I hope, and with to fee 
you 
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you here; it will after all, be much better 
than playing the Srrephon with phthifical 
nymphs at the Briftol Fountain. But do 
as you may— 


? I am, 
| Moft fincerely your’s, 


L. STERNE, 


MR. LAURENCE STERNE. 


2, ives Sr RK 1X, 


TYo— 


ee eos 


T DID not anfwer your letter as you 

’ defired me, for at the moment I receiv- 
ed it, I really thought all my projects, for 
fome time to conie, were buried to a cinder ; 
or, which is the better expreffion of the 
two, had evaporated in {moke ;—for, not 
half an hour before an affrighted meflenger, 
on a breathlefs horfe, had arrived to ac- 
quaint me, that the parfonage houfe at 
———-—— was on fire, when he caine away, 
and burning like a bundle of faggots; and 
while 


46 LETTERS OF THE LATE 


while I was preparing to fet off to fee my 
houfe, after it was burned down, your let- 


ter arrived to confole me on my way; for 
it gave me every affurance that, if I were 
left without an hole to put my head into, 
Ora rag to cover my —— body, you 
would give me a comfortable room in your 


houfe, and a clean fhirt into the bargain. 


In fhort, by the careleffhefs of my cu- 
rate, or his wife, or fome one within his 
gates, Tam an houle out of pocket—I fay, 
literally, out of pocket; for I muft re- 
build it at my own cofts and charges, or 
the church of York, who originally gave 
it me, will do thofe things, which in good 
fenfe ought not to be done; but which the 
wife-acres who compofe it, will tell me 
they have a right to do. My lofs will be 
upwards of two hundred pounds, with 


fome 
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fome box ee &c. &c.—fo that you may 
now lay afide all your apprehenfions about 
what I fhall do with the wealth that my 
fermons have brought, and are to bring to 
me,—t told you #en that fome devilith ac- 
cident or other would provide me with the 
ends of getting rid of the means; and I 

ad a crofs accident in my head at th 
which I did not communicate to you; 
it is not that which has fallen out, nor any 
1 this may fall out 
too, fer aught I know, and then the fee 

“ 


fimple of my fermons will be gone for 


ever. 


Now thefe fermons of mine, were moft 
of them written in the very houfe that is 


burned down, and all of them preached, 


I fear again and again, in the very church 


to which it belonged; and they now an- 


Oo 


fwer 
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{wer a purpofe I never dreamed or thought 
of; but fo it isin this world, and thus 
are things hinged and hung together—or 
rather unhinged or unhung; for I have 
my doubts at prefent, whether we fhall 
fee the dying gladiator next winter. The 
matter, however, that concerns me moft in 
the bufinefs, is the ftrange unaccountable 
conduct of my poor unfortunate curate, 
not in /etting fire to the houfe, for I do not 
accufe him of it, God knows, nor any 
ene elle; but in fetting off the moment 
after it happened, and flying like Paul 
to Tarjus, through fear of a profecution 


from me, 


That the man fhould have formed fuch 
an idea of me, as to fuppofe me capable, 
if I did not footh: his forrows, of adding 
another to their number, wounded me fore: 


ly, 
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ly. For, amidft all my errors-and follies, 
I do not believe there is any thing, in the 
colour or complexion of any part of my 
life, that would juftify the fhadow of fuch 
an apprehenfion.—Befides he deprived me 
of all the comfort I made out to myfelf 
from the misfortune; which was, as it 
pleafed Heaven to deprive him of one 
houfe, to take him and his wife, and his 
little one, into another—I mean into that 
where I lived myfelf. And he who now 
reads my heart, and will one day judge 
me for the fecrets of it—he well knows 
that it did not grow cold within me, on 
account of the accident, till I was in- 
formed that this filly man was a fugitive, 


from the fear of my wrath. 


The family of the C———s were kind 
to me beyond meafure, as they have al- 
_D ways 
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5 
ways have been. They are a fort of people 
that you would like extremely ; and 
the fummer is paft, I hope to prefent you 
to them. Though, if I recollect aright, you 
already ; and. the reft of it, though not 


aré as amiable as fhe 


is.—As I cannot leave you in poffeffion of 


fo young or fo: fair, 


a better fubje& for your reflection, 8c. I 
fhall fay adieu, and God blefs you.—tIn a 


few days you fhall hear again from 


tionate and faithful 


co 
> 
a 


LB ek NE, 


I write this from York—where you 


may write to me. 


LETTER 


LAURENCE STERNE, 


Wp Breas " 9 E fy ° 


WY HAVE received, my dear friend, your 
A kind anfwer to my letter. And you 
muft know that it was juft fuch an one as I 
wifhed to receive from you :—Nay, it was 
juft fuch an one as I expected you would 
write to me. I fhould have been difap- 
pointedif it had been in any other form 
or fhape of friendfhip. But underftand 
me, if you pleafe; I fhould have been 
difappointed for your fake, and not for 
my own: for though I am charmed that 
you fhould have made me thofe unreferv- 
ed offers of friendfhip, which are fo gra- 


D2 cious 
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cious in you, Lam almoft as much pleafed 
that my Exchequer is in that ftate of fuffi- 


ciency as not to require them. 


I have made my bargain for rebuilding 
my parfonage, and fettled all arrange- 
ments with all parties concerned, in a 
manner more to my fatisfaction than I 
could have expected. I was'rather in hafte 
to fettle this account, that there might 
be no rifque of leaving my wife and 
Lydia a dilapidation for their fortune: for 
I have no reafon to believe that the **# 
of *** would be more kind te them 
when friendlefs and unprotected, than they 
had been to the hufband of the one, and 
the father of the other, who, when he was 
a poor Curate, had pride enough to defpife 
their Reverences, and wit enough to make 


others 
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thers laugh at them. But may God for- 
give them, as I do!—Amen,. 

I wrote to Hall an account of my dif- 
after ;—and his anfwer bid me find out a 
conceit on the occafion, and comfort my- 
felf with it. Tally, the Orator, the Po- 
litician, the Philofopher, the Moralift, 
the Conful, éc. &c. &c. adopted as he 
candidly tells us every one, who reads his 
works, this mode of confolation, when 
he loft his daughter; and, if we may be- 
lieve him, with fuccefs. Now this fame 
Tully, you muft know, was like my fa- 
ther; I mean Mr. Shandy, of Shandy Hall, 
who was as well pleafed with a misfortune 
that gave him an opportunity of difplay- 
ing his eloquence, as with a. d/efing that 
obliged him to hold his tongue. Both 
thefe great men were fond of conceits I 
mean their own; fo I will tell you a ftory 
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that had been deftined for the chariot. So 


that the hundred and forty pounds, which 


had been fet a part to build a chariot in 
London, were employed to repair broken 
| windows, broken, lamps and broken heads, 
1 in Edinburgh; and Hall comforted himfelf 
with the conceit that his chariot was gone 
pot to Scotland. So much for comforts 
and conceits;—and happy is it for us when 
we can, by any means, conceit ourfelves 
into comfort. I could fay more upon this 
matter, but my paper is almoft filled; and 
I have only fpace to exprefs a wifh, that 
your life may never want any of thefe petty 
helps to make it as happy as, if I greatly 
miftake not, it muft be honourable---Let 
me fee you foon; and, in the mean time, 
and at all times, may God be with you. 


AAS 3 
Your's moft affectionately, 


Lo Seton oe. 


MR* LAURENCE STERNE, £7 


Sots VES ERPS. 


To 


am, Ef. 


Coxwould, near Eafingwould, j | | 
i q 


OU are not fingular in your opin- 
ion about my wonderful capacity 
for poetry.—Beauclerk, and Lock, and 
Ethink Langton, have faid what you’ have 
faid on the fubjeét, and founded their 
opinion, as you have done, on the frag- 
ment of an Introduction to the Ode to Ju- 
lia, in Triftram: Shandy. The unity of 
the epifode would have been wounded, if 
T had added another line; and if I had‘ad- 
ded a dozen, my character as a poetical 


D5 genius 


, 1 never had, 
OE ULES We ] EMAL eB hae ] eter 
would “have been loft for ever—or rathet 


would never have been fufpected. 


7 ; ra 7 
Halt had alfo fimilar ideas.on this very 


Aye om L (A. 9, sos: £ z 
matter, and, on the ftreneth of ‘his opin- 


+ 


it—and fo I did, heltering ings {keltering 


at amoit terrtble rate ;—-In fhort, I added 


rel, and which 
I think he called rightly; however, he 
chofe to let them ftand, to ufe his own 
» aS a curiofity; fo into the prefs 
they went, and helped to compofe thé 

orft {quib our..crazy friend ever let off. 
Ido not, however, mention thefe things to 
leffen the merit of your opinion, by point- 
ing out its fimilarity to that of others. 


You 
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moft fplendid diétion that ever glared on 
monumental alabafter. 

Talfo wrote a kind of Shandean, fing- 
fong, dramatic piece of rhyme for Mr. 
Beard—and he fung it at Ranelagh, as 
well as on his own flaze, for the benefit of 
fome one or other. He afked for fome- 
thing of the kind, and I knew not how to 
tefufe him; for, a year before, he had in 
a very refpectful manner, and without any 
previous acquaintance, prefented me with 
the freedom of Covent-Garden Theatre. 
‘The act was gracious; and I liked it the 
better, becaufe thesmonarch of Drury- 
Lane had known me for fome years, and 
befides had, for fome time, occupied a 
front feat in my page, before he offered 
me the freedom—not of Drury Lane 
houfe, but of Drury-Lane pit. I told 


him 
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him, on the occafion, that he aéfed great 
things and did little ones:—fo he ftam- 
mered and looked foolifh, and performed, 
at length, with a bad grace, what his ri- 
val manager was fo kind as to do with the 
beft grace in the world—But no more of 
that—he is fo complete on the ftage, that I 


ought not to mention his patch-work off it. 


However, to return to my fubject—if 
I can; for digreffion is interwoven with 
my nature; andto get to my point, or 
find my way back to it, when I have 
wandered afide, as other men do, is not 
in the line of my faculties —But though 
I may not be a poet, the clerk of my pa- 
rifh is—not abfolutely in my conceit— 
but, which is better, in that of his neigh- 
bours; and, which is the beft of all—in 
his own, His mufe is a profeffional one, 
for 
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rR 
a 


nites 
Coxwould, Weduefday Night. 


SENT you, my dear friend, as you 


requeft it, the Epitaph which I men- 
tioned in my laft epiftle to. you. I write 
it from recollection; and, though it may. 
not contain the precife expreffion, it. will 


certainly poffefs the fentiment of the ori- 


ginal compofition—and that is of the 
moft confequence, I remember well it 
came from the heart, for I moft fincerely 
loved the amiable perfon, whofe virtues 
deferved a better infcription, and, accord- 


ing 
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ing to a very common courfe of things, 


found a worfe. But here it is— 


Columns and labour’d urns but vainly fhow, 
An idle fcene of fabricated woe :— 

The {weet companion and the friend fincere 
Need no mechanic arts to force the tear. 

In heartfelt numbers, never meant to fhine, 
*Twill dow eternal o’er an hearfe like thine. 
Twill flow while gentle goodnefs has one friend, 


Or kindred tempers have a tear to lend. 


Hall liked it, I remember—and Hall 
always knows what ought to be liked, 
and, in certain humours, will be candid 
upon thefe fentimental fubjects, and ac- 
knowledge that he feels them. He is an 
excellent fcholar anda good critic: but his 
judgment has more feverity than it ought 
to have, and his tafte lefs delicacy than it 
fhould poffefs. He has, alfo, great hu- 
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ever are in the clofeft conjunétion, when 


an 
J 


Toffer you my moft affeGtionate regard, 


So good night, and may the vifions of a 


good ipirit attend you. 
Mott truly your’s 


L. STERNE: 
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ive 


SHALL not reply, my dear friend, 

to all. the kind things you think and 
fay of me.—I truft, indeed, that I deferve 
fome of them; and I am well pleafed to 
find that you think I deferve them all.— 
But however that may be, I defire you to 
cherifh thofe benevolent fentiments which 
you have fo warmly expreffed in the paper 
before me, both for your own fake, and 


that of the perfon who is the fubject of 


them. 


Your 


too well to the fubjeét between us, 


et | 
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~ ° | la] + ¥ - 
Your commands, in general, fhould be 


obeyed without refleCtion—but in this par 


3 } ; fy. anrfe rate cor 

ticular initance, a rare gleam of prudence 
Leary | te ee Ny acs ee 
has fhot acrofs me, and, I bee leave to 
Pp & bing cp Us a (7; ibjeét 
Frerieci for a fi rew.moments on th 1¢ TUE 2|CCL——— 


pede 


and were I to take wifdom upon me, and 
reflect for a few days—the refult, I am 
fure, would be, that I fhould not obey 


your commands at all, 


The giving advice, my good friend, is 
the moft thanklefs generofity in the world 

——becaufe in the firlt place, it cofts you 
nothing; and, in the next, it is juft fuch a 
thing as the perfon to whom you prefent it 
will think that he does not want. This, 
you fee, is my way of reafoning; but I 


believe, from my heart, that it will apply 


Awe 


,tilb 


hearts and right heads.——Now, for my- 
1 UD en Fae ie ete eRe 
felf, and fpeaking under the influence of 
lings, I would ra- 


aT, ey <1 " 1} 
+t honet tamilv s+] 1] 
A f peart Yai ALLY 9 with ail 
o . 


their blunders, errors and confufions ; 


but if L want a bufinefs to be done, ora a 
plan to be executed, give me the right 
head :-—if there is a right heart into the 
bargain, fo much the better 
upon the former t that I muft rely—and 
whether the latter be right or wrong, is 
not a matter of abfolute confideration. 
This is not, my dear friend, quite ortho- 
dox, according to your fyftem, but as you 
proceed, every day will tend to encreafe 
the propinquity of this opinion to your 


own. 
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Now, I am rather difpofed to think, 
without leaning to the uncharitable fide of 
the queftion, that poor ===) 18 
of the Wiong-bead family.—I know his 
heart—and I am fure his prefent fcrape 
arifes from the good difpofitions of it. 
Neverthelefs, though I think myfelf a dab 
at giving good counfel in fuch cafes as his, 
1 cannot bring myfelf to prefcribe on the 
occafion—It is impoffible to do it, with- 
out informing him of the nature of his dif- 
eafe, which is neither more nor lefs than 
abfolute wrong-headednefs; and, were I 
todo it, he would exhibit another fymp- 
tom of his diforder, by throwing my pre- 
{cription out of the window, and perhaps 
threatening the fame mifchief to the phy- 


fician himfelf. 


If you have influence fufficient -to in- 
duce him to apply to me, I will moft 
readily 
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readily exert my beft for him; and I can 


then do the bitter bufinefs, and give the 


matter reft for the prefent. 

I-write in hafte, and on my pillow, that 
you may, ‘as foon as poflible, be acquaint- | | 
ed with my fentiments in a matter wherein H | 
you have a greater dependence upon me 
than I fear the event will juftify.—So 


good morning, and God blefs you.u—— 


poor dear Lydia. 


cap—and God blefs her alfo.—QOnce more 


adieu, 
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Pa 


Le ee To 


Scarborough, Aug. 29, 1765. 


7 OU refine too much, my dear . 
friend,—you do indeed:—Your rea- 
foning is ingenious, and produces a neat, 
pretty, plaufible train of argument, that 
would-make a figure in a company of fe- 
male philofophers; but if committed to 
paper, would be pardonable only when 
written on the fan of fome pedantic Dulcinea. 
¥ou run into divifions, when a fimple 
modulation would anfwer better; that is, 
would produce more pleafing effects both 
in yourfelf, and the fentimental fpirit 


whom you. might with to pleafe. 


Opinion, 
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Opinion, my dear fellow, fomehow or 
other, rules all mankind; and not like a 
kind mafter, or, which would be more 
congenial, a gentle miftrefs, but like a 
‘tyrant, whofe wifh is power, and whofe 
gratification is fervility.—Opinion leads 
us by the ears, the eyes,—and, I had al- 
moft faid, by the nofe. It warps our un- 
underftandings, confounds our judgments, 
diffipates experience and turns our paffions 
toits purpofe. In fhort, it becomes the 
governefs of our lives, and ufurps the 
place of reafon, which it has kicked out 
of office.—This is among the ftrange 
truths which cannot be'explained but by 
that mortifying defcription which time will 
difplay to your experience hereafter, with 
ten.times the credit that would accom- 
pany any prefent endéavours of miné to 


the fame purpofe. 
E 2 If 


Pad 
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a ae, | OR: 
i + At wr Oe a ee oy th tt 
if you wouid know more of the matter 
and, Can. brino. arariris hee 
and Can bi ing yourchl to riugque the o 
4 * 
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fan eschioh & the fh an ee j ry 1 
Ion, which, Dy me Dye, £ Go not advite 


why he fubmits, 
with fuch .a placid fubfervience, to the 
little wench who lives with him? You 
know—and all his friends know—that he 
has but half, nay not half the enj yments 
of life, through the fear of her vengeance, 
whatever it may be. He_ has. fortune, 
underftanding, and courage :—he- loves 
lociety, and adds greatly to the pleafures 


of it, 


it half-enjoyed! Nay, to come. more 


and yet, how often does he leave 


home to the -bufinefs, how often has he 
left our pleafant claffical meetings, before 
they have arifen to their ufyal elow, in or- 
der to humour this little piece of difgrace, 
whom he has not the refolution to fend back 
to the banks of the Wye, where the fifty 


pounds 
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y 
t 


pounds a year he might ‘give her, would 
1 RY Los Be aye ING ms ade 
make her queen of the village !—We pit- 


ww 


¢ ra Af TIIe cory tt ee TE 
ty poor A——, we argue with him, we 


wonder at him—do we not ?—But in this 
we deceive ourfelves,—for the wifeft and 
beft of us are governed by fome little dirty 


4 


Irab of an opinion, whofe eovernance 1S 
. 3 Do 


> 3 ai Ag [Yrs c 3 ats avs z } 
equally difgraceful, and may be much 


more injurious—as it will, perhaps, give 
a colour to the whole current of our lives. 
A miftrefs, with all her arts and fafcina- 
tions, may, in time, be got rid of; but 
opinion, once rooted, becomes a part of 
ourfelves—it lives and dies with us. 


7 
knowledged, that I have 


t rey “yy a +] af i Pied “y 7 
been rather fermonic this fine morning, 
sh Ps +" wher oat 
but you know how and where to apply 
ae a } el ane 1 a oat an] 
what-has been written, and I leave the 


Vv 
whole to vour vractice. v k or 
WiOoLre tO yY Ur PTact JUV, if 5 you thin pro- 
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per; and if you do not—but what have I 
to do with ifs ’—It is an exceptious mo- 
nofyllable, and I fing it from me. 
B—-—1is here, and tells me that -he left 
you -continually driving between London 
and Richmond—W hat beauty of the Hill 
has enchanted you there?. Or what fwan 
of the filver Thames are you dying for? 
-—I take it very ill of. you that you never 
favour me with a fingle communication 
concerning your Dorothies or your Delias: 
I proteft moft ferioufly that I will never 
write to you again, till you give mean 
hiftory of your chains; and who it is has 
bound you at prefent on the river’s bank 


—tell me who the Naiad is. 


Mr. F——, the Apoftolic F——, as 
Lady——calls him, in his way to ——, 


hinted 
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hinted to me fomething ferious. He talked 
of a marriage,—to which | replied, God 
forbid !—But do not, 1 pray, be angry 
with my exclamation ; for it was neither a 
thoughtlefs, or a peevifh one, but an imy 
pulfe of that fincere regard which you 
more than deferve from me.—With your 
difpofitions, and in your fituation, I 
hardly think there is a woman in the king- 
dom who would be an happy match for 
you: and if you think proper to afk me, 
I will, hereafter, tell you why :—at pre- 
fent I fhall content myfelf with telling you 


that 
I am, 


moft cordially your’s, 
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rill of ways and means may not be inter- 
rupted between London and Languedec— 
that is, between me and Mrs. Sterne, and 


my poor dear Lydia. 


They write me word that they have 
drawn upon Foley, as I defired, who 
tells them he has no effeéts to anfwer the 
bill; but that, if they are in diftrefs, he 


Ike, 


a 


will accommodate them for my fa 


This is very handfome dealing, and I am 


rather proud of it;—but, in the mean 
time, there is an uncertainty which is very 
unpleafant—I mean to the poor women, 
who are at fuch a diftance, that a great 
deal of anxious fufpence mutt be fuffered 


before the miftake can be rectified, 


Befides, ——, thefe things breed words, 
and queftions, as well as fufpicions, and all 


that.— 
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ithat.—My dear Lydia contents herfelf with 
a gentle complaint or fo; but her mother 
does not hefitate to difcharge a volume. of 
reproaches. Now the truth is, that 1 de- 
ferve neither the one nor the other,—and 
had managed the matter for the er of 
their wants, and the ridding myfelf of all 
future anxiety in the bufinefs, in as plain 
a manner as my hand-writing and fpirit of 
calculation could make it.—However, it 
has pbsted the ardour of my Knight Er- 
rantry for the prefent, and thrown more 
than a ina thought or {wo on my ima- 


ination. 
£ 


I am prodigal of words, my dear friend, 
‘na matter wherein a mere hint is all that 
would be neceffary for you to exert your 
elf. So dome the honour to fee that it is 
abfolutely done without a moment’s delay; 
E 6 and 
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and if B—— fhould hefitate the tythe of 
fi 


an inftant,—do that for me, my friend, 


which I would do for you on a fimilar oc- 
cafion.-So God blefs youu—My heart 
will not fuffer me to offer you an apology, 
becaufe I know it will be ungracious to 


| . your’s,—Once more farewell] ! 
? Mott cordially: your’s, 


STI BORNE, 


you informed me 
Doétor wee and return you both my 
1 LEP Ge Pee il ge Rad de tp (es 
beft thanks for it.—He 1s certainty a man 


of Learning and an exce ellent Critic, and 


& 


would do well to employ h 


5 


on Virgil; or rather, if I underftand him 
well, on Horace; and he would give us 
fuch a Commentary on both thofe Authors 
as we have not, and perhaps, may never 
have, if he does not fet about it. 

But, 


LETTERS OF THE LATE 


But Triftram Shandy, my friend, was 
made and formed to bafile all criticifm:— 
and I will venture to reft the book on this 
ground,—that it is either above the power 
or beneath the attention of any critic or 
hypercritic whatfoever.—I did not fafh- 
ion it according to any rule.—I left my 
fancy, or my Genius, or my feelings,— 
call it what you may,—to its own free 
courfe, without a fingle intruding reflecti- 
on, that there ever had been fuch a man 


as Arijfotle in the world. 


When I mounted my Hobby Horfe, I 
never thought, or pretended to think, where 
I was going, or whether I fhould return 
home to dinner or fupper, the next day, 
or the next week :—TI let him take his own 
courfe; and amble, or -curvet, or trot, ‘or 
go afober, forrowful ‘Lackadayfical ‘pace 


as 


CS 
Jy 
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as it pleafed him beft.—It was all one 
to-me, for my temper was ever in unifon 


it 


with his manner of courfing 


what it mioht. I never pricked him with 


g 
afpur, or ftruck him with a whip; but 


3 


let the rein lay loofely on his neck, and 
he was wont to take his way without doing 


injury to any one. 


Some would laugh at us as we paffed 
alone,—and fome feemed to pity us—and 
now and then a melancholy tender hearted 
paffenger would look at us and heave a 

a figl h.—Thus have we travelled together 

but my poor Rofizante did not, like Bala- 
am’s Afs, ftand ftillif he faw an Angel in 
the way, but directly pufhed up to her ;— 
and if it were but a damfel, fitting by a 
fountain, who would let me take a refrefh- 
ing draught from her cup, fhe was, furely 


an Angel to me. 


The 


i 


11S 


~ 
- 


Ol 
AS 
fermon 


Ss COM-= 


ads 

Ee 

iia 
Wav 
v Pep 


er :—If tl 


"eat 
WHALE 


an ti 
ature 

not 

OW ft 

Wy 

aniw 


c 
ea 
in 


>hn 
oS 
tures: 
4 
c 


ay 
tiicQi 


f 
n 
y 


Fr O! 


BH! 
C 
T 
ali 


€ my 


oe a 
‘ 


LU 
a 
swt 
A 


} 
1 


rs 
J 
- 


rro 
44% 
1 
4 
+ 
A 


ty 
bo x 
1 
i 

AS 
Pm 
AWA 


we Ne 
cit d JY 
i—N 


i 
‘ ya 
a 
aa 
vy 


7 
j 


% 


rana 
“yt 
WE 


ay 
t 


Q7 
oy 


oO 
ro) 


he 


good as tO no 


~ 
aS 
wt 
é~ 
% “~ 
SN 


T 
anf & 
i aN 


7 
{ 


= 


> 2 
Lie 


N 


> 


Xx 


TER 


~~ 


S 


du 


CG 


NC 


pare % 


+ FT} 
ae 


MR, LAU 


I ms 


4A 


ann 
aAiiMa 


} 


ar 


a 
cellent, 
a 


wWLAL 
mon, 


Pek 
GQ oer 


4 


hires 


ra) 


as Law, de 


Ce it appear 


i} 


r 


nd 


oP) 
eer 


En 
2 


bi 


et 


swe 


<> 


f. 
C 


at 


no ¢ 


i 

oe EPA 

i} Y 
= 


co eS 


z 
Ww 
3 
2¢y 


i 


¥ 


7 
che 
re « } 
ow ieidt a 


th: 


Was 


Sy 


* 
= 
tf 
se 


L} 
« 


DR 
fact 
lf, 


r 
i 


> 


c 
ine 


ic 


a 


¥ 


ereas tf 


v vh 


e 


21GAA GAUL 


able 


admiur 


and 


po oe 
LOIS 


f 


b 
a 


SUF 
biy 
J 


+ 
i 


af 1 


i? 
Liisve& 


+ 
? 


aes 
hity 


fame tht 


cr 
Let 


qttor t 
hd 


e 
NTT { 
ALLL 


Me Mee 


AG 
4 


Pye 
WILLA 


%I70 a & Co 
WS OL 


a 
Jk 


i 


99 LETTERS OF ‘THE LATE 


my Ink-ftand again, but for the purpofe of 


Bee = eg hg : rn nen o at 0 Pa 
affuring fome uncritical, and uncriticifing 


Pe | 
a 


eo ey surfelf. of 
friend, like yourfelf, of 


my fincere and 


ha Mics clin aed vi WOE: Ye. oh 
cordial reoard,—At this moment 1 make 
re} 


, a 


I begin to peep out of my hermitage a 
little; for Lord and Lady Fauconberg 
are come down, and bring with them, as 
ufual, a large ftore of amiable, eafy, .and 
hofpitable virtues.—I with you were here 


to partake of, and add to them. 


LETTER 


STERNE. 


MR, LAURENCE 


Te tee i Tre Eel Rea av dal « 


To 


Monday Evening. | 


O U have hit my fancy moft won- 
derfully, in the account you have 
given me of Lady ——-—; the Juno cha- 
-raéter not only prevails, but abfolutely 
predominates. The Minerva qualities are 
all fecondary,—-and as to any Cyprian dif- 


pofitions, I know nothing about them. 


She certainly poffeffles a very good 
underftanding, and is not-without attain- 
ments; but, both the one and the other 


% 


derive 


s 7 
MIETIVE Ai] th he Ip > fre \ h 1 mn 
@erive ail their con mequence trom her man« 


elie 


° 
lat of an imperious 
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> | i] 
which would be either filent- 


by fome, or violentiy oppofed 
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ae ee San ae ee i eae = = e : 
Dy Others, if fhe did not o1ive a grace to lt 
e od oO oo 


that annthilates any unpleafant fenfation 


ght attempt to rife in the breatt of 
a by-ftander, or which is better, by- 
fitter: but thisis not all, for it calls forth 
aifo, that kind of re Heétful fubmiffion, 
which does not lefen-us in our own opini- 


on for havin 12 pr actifed it. 


ry 


exterior decoration fo much as in my con- 
verfations and’ communications with 
Tady; and I really do not know any po- 
fition, in the prefent fchool of fafhion, 
where a young man might learn fo mucl 
as in her drawing room, or without mean- 
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we are all of us as much in want of a 


Schoolmittrefs at the finifh, as we do at the 


commencement of our education. And as 
you are fo fortunate as to have Lady —— 
——to teach you the Hora-book of hi igh Iife, 
you will bid fair to fpell it and put it to- 
gether, fo as to become the charm of all 
fociety :—and you will lofe, what I fo much 
with you to lofe, thé attention to one, 
the negle&t of the ma ny; which though 
there ys be fomething amiable in the 
Principle, is not adapted to the general 
intercourfe ais 


Lady M F-—— might forward bufi- 
ne{s, and Lady.C-——_ 14m fre is ready to 
doe it—fo that in fuch a foil, in fuch a feafon, 
and with fuch cultivations, what has not 


partial friendfhip a right to expect. And 


now what can I do better than leave you 


in 
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in fuch good and excellent company, and 
defire you, in return to prefent my refpect- 
ful compliments to them all,—and to 


receive yourfelf the moft cordial regard of 


your very fincere 


and affectionate 


| Ants oid Lan Disa <a as OF 


LETTER 


Noxwotld, W canefday 


rapes: ne ee | 
engaged to pafs the Summer, or rather the 


~ 1 oy “~ te Kf | eae Aer ae 4 my | 
4 utumn hy witn him ac LWLALST A VE-LTGL! 3 i0 


Capel Abs Phy Sa a RGR RT 6 I he eae ae Ko ks 
that I now confider a previous vilit to me 
as a matter on which I may depend, anc 


° 


o which believe me, I look with real 
fatisfacti We will whil re oN a eae | 
atisfaction. ill while away a month 
of fix weeks at my vicarage in a manner 


which, I truft, will not be unpleafing or 


* The Lite Lord Mulcrave. 
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However, 
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However, in faying this, or rather writ- 
ing it, I addrefs myfelf to the excellence 
of your heart, which I cannot enough ad- 
mire, and that cultivated underftanding of 
which I have the greateft hopes.—I know 
the pleafures you will quit, and the focie- 
ties you mutt facrifice, to come and. pais 
any part of the Summer with me; but, at 
the fame time, I do not doubt of your 
vifit,—and that a Shandean’ Téte a Téte 


has its charms for you 


I remember a circumftance, which I 
fhall never think of without the utmoft 
pride in my own heart, and the moft fincere 
affection for yours;—but, befides that it 
flattered me in the higheft degree, it proved 
that you poffeffed a fource of fentiment 
which, whatever may befall you in life, muft 
preferve you in honour and ha ppinefs: with 


) fuch 
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fuch a delicious quality, misfortune will 
never be able to bear you down; ‘nor will 
folly, paffion, oreven vice, though they may 
for a time obfcure or leffen the excellence 
ef your character, poflefs the power of 
deftroying it.—I allude to a little delicate 
touch of fentiment that efcaped you laft 
winter,—which though I have mentioned it 
with every poffible eulogium to others, 
again and again, I have never before hint- 
ed it even to you; the moment, however, is 
now come, when my fpirit urges me to 
fpeak of it; and I do it with thofe difpo- 
fitions which are congenial to the fubject, 


and, I truft, natural to myfelf. 


You cannot abfolutely have forgotten 
an cima vifit which you paid me laft 
January, in Bond Street, when J was ill in 
ked ;—nor ought it to efcape your occafi- 


onal 
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onal reflection that you fat by my bed-fide 
the whole night, performing every act of 
the moft friendly and pious attention.—l 
then thought that the fcare-crow death 
was at my heels;—nay, I thought the 
villain had got me by the throat,—and I 
However, it pleafed 


told you as much. 
Heaven, that I fhould not be {natched 
from the world at that moment; though I 
{poke my own honeft opinion when ! va- 


ticinated my deftiny by expreffing little 
y y DY exp g 


hopes of getting to the winter’s end 
I believe, my dear friend, faid I, that I 
fhail foon be off.—I hope not, you replied, 
with a fqueeze of my hand and a figh of 
your heart, which went to the very bottom 
of rine :—but,—you were pleafed to add 
left that fhould be the cafe, I hope you 
will do me the favour to let me be always 


with you, that Imay have every atom of 
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advantage and comfort. your fociety may 


afford me, while. Heaven permits it to 
haft.— 


T {poke no reply, for I could not,—but 
my heart made one then, and will continue 
to do fo,—till it is become a clod of the 
Valley. 


Hence it is, that I do not doubt but you 
will quit the ring of pleafure without re- 
egret, to come and fit with me beneath my 
Honey-Suckle, which is now flaunting 
like a Ranelagh beauty, and accompany 
me in paying my nuns their penfive 
evening vifit—We can go to vefpers 
with them, and return home to our curds 
and cream with more delicious fentiments 
than all the pleafures of the world, and the 


beauties 


10f 
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beauties thereof, in their vaineft moments, 


can truly afford. 


I am bufy about another couple of vo- 
-Jumes to amufe, and, as I hope, to inftruct 
a gouty anda fplenetic world ;—in which, 
I folemnly declare, I have no Ambition to 
remain, but for the love I bear ‘to fuch 
friends as you; and, perhaps, the vanity, 
which I am vain enough not to call an idle 
one, of adding a few more leaves to the 
wreath which I have been able to weave 


for my own little glory. 


Come, then, and let me read the pages to 
you as they fall from my pen; and be a 
Mentor to Trijfram, as you have been to 
Yorick,—At all events,—I am fure you 
cannot come to York without coming to 
me; and I fhall triumph completely over 
Pg Lady 


7 
P| | 
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/ 
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Lady Lepel, &c. if I draw you for a month 
from the bright centre to which you are fo 
naturally attracted. So God blefs you,— 


and believe me, with all fincerity, to be 


Moft affectionately your’s, 


| LoS TE ROWE: 


LETTER 
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Colalcie oo feb ot ie 
To ———— 


Bifbopthorp, Thurfday nights 


SAW the charming Mrs. Vefey but for 

a moment, and fhe contrived with her 
voice and her thoufand other graces to 
dis—order me; and what fhe will have to 
anfwer for on the occafion, I fhall not 
employ my cafuiftry to determine ;—nor 
fhall I afk my good friend the Archbifhop, 
from whofe houfe, and amidft whofe kind- 


nefs and hofpitality I addrefs this to you. 


I envy, however, your faunter together 
round an empty Ranelagh, though I fhould 
jee" have 


{ 

e 
é 
t 
J 
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have liked it the better, becaufe-it was 
empty, and would give the imagination 
and every delicious feeling, opportunity to 
make one forget there was another being 


in the room—but ourfelves, 


You will, I am fure, more than under- 
ftand me when I mention that fenfe of fe- 
aale perfection,—I mean, however, when 
the female is fitting or walking befide you, 
which fo poffeffes the mind that the 
whole Globe. feems to be occupied by 
none but you two.—When your hearts, in 
perfect unifon, or, I fhould rather fay, 
harmony with each other, produce the 
fame chords,—and bloffom with the fame 


flowers of thought and fentiment. 


Thefe hours,—which virtuous, tender 
minds have the power of feparating from 
the 
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the melancholy feafons of  life,—make 
ample amends for the weight of cares and 
difappointments, which the happieft of us 
are doomed to bear.—They caft the 
brighteft funfhine on the dreary land-~ 
{cape,—and form a kind of refuge from 


the ftermy wind and tempeft. 


With fuch a companion, is not the 
primrofe bank and the cottage, which 
humble virtue has raifed on its fide, fupe- 
rior to all that fplendour and wealth has 
formed in the palaces of monarchs—The 
feented heath is then the perfumed Araby, 
and, though the Nightingale fhould refufe 
to lodge among the branches of the poor 
folitary tree that overfhadows us,—if my 


fair minftrel did but pour forth the 


melting ftrain, I would not look to the 


mufick.of the fpheres for ravifhment. 
Ps There 
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There is fomething, my dear,.friend, 
moit wonderfully pleafant in the idea of 
getting away from the world;—and though 
I have ever found ita great comfort, yet I 
have been more vain of the bufinefs, when 
I have done it in the midf of the world.— 
But this aberration from the crowd, while 
you are furrounded and prefied by it, is 
only, to be accomplifhed by the magic 
of female perfection. ——— Friendhhip, 
with all its powers,—mere friendfhip, can- 
not do it. 


A more refined fentiment 
muft employ its influence to wrap the 


heart in this delicious oblivion. 


It is 
too pleafing to laft long,—for envious, 
fleeplefs care is ever on the watch to awake 


us from the bewitching trance. 


You, my friend, poffefs fomething of 
the reality of it: and J, while I enjoy your 
| happinefs, 
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happinefs, apply to fancy fer the purpofe 
So I fit my- 


of creating a copy of it. 
» felf down upon the. turf, and place a 
lovely fair one by my fide,—as lovely, if 
poffible, as Mrs. V——, and having 
plucked a fprig of bloffoms from the May- 
bufh, I place it in her bofom,. and then 
addrefs fome tender tale to her heart,—and 
if fhe weeps at my ftory, I take the white 
handkerchief fhe holds in her hand and 
wipe the tears from off her cheek: and 
then I dry my own with it:—and thus the 
delightful vifion gives wing to a lazy hour, 
calms my fpirits, and compofes me for 


my pillow. 


To with that care may never plant 2 
thorn upon yours, would be an idle em- 
ployment of votive regard ;—-but that you 
may preferve the virtue which will blunt 


EF 6 ther 
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their points, and continue to: poffefs the 
feelings which will, fometimes, pluck them 
away, is a wifh not unworthy of that 
friendfhip, with which 


I am, 


your moft affectionate, 


L. STERNE. 


P.S. Lydia writes me word fhe has 
got a lover.—Poor dear Girl — 
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Loker t ER ks 


To—— eae 
Suaday Evening 


yO not imagine, my dear Boy— 
and do not fuffer, I befeech you 


any pedantic, cold-hearted fellow to per- 
fuade you—that fenfidility is an evil, You 
may take my word on this fubject, as you 
have been pleafed to do on many others— 
that fenfibility is one of the firft bleffings 
of life—as well as the brighteft ornament 


of the human character, 


You do not explain matters to me, 
which, by the bye, is not fair; but I fup- 
pole, 
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pofe, from the tenor of your letter, which 
is now befide me, that you have been made ° 
a dupe of by fome artful perfon—who, 1 
am difpofed to think, is fome cuaning bag- 
gage—and that, under the impreffions of 


this game that has been played you, your 


vanity is alarmed, and your underftanding 
) piqued; and then, you lay all this dire 
a grievance, in a very pettifh manner, let 
me tell you, at the door of your fenfibili- 
| : ty. And, which is worle than all the reft, 
you write to me as if you really believed 
yourfelf to be in earneft, in all the fee-faw 
obfervations you have written to me on 


the fubject. 


Be affured, my dear friend, if I thought 
the fentiments of your laft letter were not 
|| the fentiments of a fickly moment—if I 
a | ‘could be made to believe, for an inftant, 


that 
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that they proceeded from you, ina fober, 
reflecting condition of your mind—I fhould 
give you over as ‘ncurable, and banifh all 
my hopes of your rifing into that proud 
honour, and brilliant reputation, which, I 


truft, you will one day poffels. 


I was almoft going to write—and where- 
fore fhould Inot—that there is an amiable 
kind of cullibility, which is as fuperior to the 

Lys f 
flow precaution of worldly wifdom, as the 
found of Abel’s Viol di Gamba, to the bray- 
ing of an afs on the other fide of my pa- 


ling. 


If I fhould, at any time, hear a man 
pique himfelf upon never having been a 
dupe—I fhould grievoufly fufpect that 
fuch an one will, fome time or other, give 
caufe 
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caufe to be thought, at beft, a mean-fpi- 


rited, dirty rafcal. 


You may think this a ftrange doétrine— 
but, be that as it may—TI am not afhamed 
to adopt it.—What would you fay of any 
character, who had neither humanity, ge- 
nerofity, nor confidence ?—Why you would 


fay 


Iknow you would—fuch a man 


Ts fit for treafons, ftratagems, and fpoils——= 


And yet impofition—dupery—deception— 
call it by what name you wilt—attends up- 
on thefe virtues like their fhadow. For 
virtue, my dear friend, like every other 
poffeffion in this world, though it is the 
‘moft valuable of all—is ofa mixed nature; 
and the very inconveniences of it, if they 
deferve that name, form the bafis on which 


its importance and natural excellence is 


eftablithed, 
Sen- 
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Senfibility is oftentimes betrayed into a 

e | * e . ae ~1 
foolith thing;—but its folly is amiable, 
and fome one or other is the better for it. 


Iam not for its excefles—or a blind fub- 


wo 


miffion to its impulfe, which produce 
them ;—yet, fome how or other, I fhould 
-be ftrongly difpofed to hug the being, who 
would take the rag off his back—-to place 


it on the fhivering wretch who had nought 


to cover him. 


Difcretion is a cold quality—but I have 
no objection to the poffeffing as much of 
it—as will direct your finer feelings to 
their proper objects ;—but here let its of- 
fice finifh; if it proceeds a ftep further 
there may be mifchief;—it may coo! that 
currrent which is the life-blood of all vir 
tue, and will, I truft, warm your heart, till 
it is become a clod of the valley. 


Senfibility 
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Senfibility is the fource of thofe delictous 
feelings which give a brighter colour to 
our joys, and turn our tears to: rapture. — 
Though it may, now and then, lead. us 
into a-fcrape, as we pafs through life— 
you may be affured, my dear friend, it 
will get us out of them all, at the ead of it;— 
and that is a matter which wifer men than 
myfelf will tell you is well worth thinking 


about. 


So leaving you to your contemplations~—~ 
and wifhing them, and every thing you do, 


an happy iffue—I remain, with great truth, 


your affectionate, 


L. SS EcE, RN, E. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXL | 


Bond Street, Thurfday Moruing. 


(10, my dear friend, you are pleafed to 


be very angry with the Reviewers ;—{o 


am not I.—but as your difpleafure proceeds 
from your regard for me,— ! thank you, 


as I ought to do,—again and again. 


I really do not know to whom I am 
perfonally indebted for fo much obliging 
iNiberality —Nor can I tell whether it is 
the fociety at large, or a {plenetic Indivi- 
dual, to whom I! am to acknowledge my 
obligation.—I have never enquired who it 
, iS, 


a 
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is or who they are:——and if 1 knew him or 
them,— what would it fignify?—and where- 
fore sagas I give their names, immortali- 
ty in my writings, which they will never 


find in their own.———Let the Afles 


fhips as they deferve, in my own way 
and manner,—and ina way and manner 


that they will like lefs than any cther, 


There is a certain race of people, who 
are ever aiming to treat their betters in 
fome. {curvy way or other—but it has ever 
been a practice with me, not to mind a 
little dirt thrown upon my coat,—fo that 
I keep my kning uarumpled——And fo 


much for that envy, ignorance and ill-na- 


ture, for which, what I have written, is far 


too much. 


I am 
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tell you hereafter, 


I am rejoiced, however, for twenty 
reafons, which J will 
that London lies in your way between Ox- 
fordfhire and Suffolk, and one of them I 
will tell you now—which is, that you can 


be of very great fervice to me; fo 1 would 


defire you to prepare yourfelf to do me a 
kindnefS; if I.did not know that you are 


always in fuch a flate of preparation, 


The town is fo empty, that thoug! 
have been in it, full four and twenty hours, 
I have feen only three people I know— 
Foote on the ftage—Sir Charles Davers at 
St. il Coffee-houfe, and Williams, 
who was an hafty bird of paflage, on his 
flioht to Br 


he is-making love in right 


? 


Adin nftone, where I am told 
ht earneft, to 
a very fine woman, and with all. the fiuc- 
cefs his friends can wifh him. Our races 
at York were every thing we could de- 


fire 
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fire them to be in the ball-room, and’every 
thing we did not defire them tobe onthe 
eround. ‘The rain feid nay, with a ven- 
geance, to the fports of the courfe, for all 
the water-fpouts of the heavens feemed to 
be let loofe upon it. However in the amufe- 
ments under cover, we were all as merry as 
heart could wifh. I had promifed a cer- 
tain perfon that you fhould’ be there, and 
was obliged to parry a fcore or two of re- 


proaches on your account, 


But though I forgot to tell it you before, 
I am by no means well, and if I do not get 
away from this climate before winter fets 
in, I fhall never fee another fpring in this 
world; and it is to forward my journey to 
the South, that I re jueft you to make hafte 
to me from the Weft, 


Alas, alas, my friend! I begin to feel 
that I lofe ftrength in thete a annual ftrug- 
eles and encounters with that miferable 
feare-crow, who knows as well as I do, 
that, do what I can he will finally get the 
better of me, and all of us. Indeed, he 
has already beat the vizard from my hel- 
met, and the point of my {pear is not as it 
was wont to be. Butsvhile it pleaies hea- 
ven to grant me life, it will, 1 truft, grant 
me fpirits to bear‘up againft the fawey cir- 
cumftances of it, and preferve to my laft 
feparating figh, that fenfibility to whatever 
is kind and gracious, which, when once 
it pofleffes the heart, makes, I truft, ample 
amends for a large portion of human er- 
ror. 

You may, indeed, believe, that while I 
am fenfible of any thing, I fhall be fenfible 


of 
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of your friendfhip; and Lhave every reafon 
to think, that fhould my term be drawing 
nigh to its period, you will continue to 
love me while I live, and when I am no 


more, to cherifh the memory of 


Your ever faithful 


: and affectionate 


LL... 5d) RN Ee 


> | 
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LETTER XXIL 


dee 


cal 


Sunday Mornixg. 


F you with to have the reprefentation of 

my fpare, meagre-form—which, by the 
bye, is not worth the canvas it muft be 
painted on—you fhall be moft welcome to 
it; and [ am happy in the reflection, that 
when my bones fhall be laid low, there may 
be any refemblance of me, which may re-~ 
call my image to your friendly and fympa- 
thizing recollection. 


G But 


Ss 
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But you muft mention the bufineis to 
Reynolds yourfelf; for I will tell you why 
I cannot. He has already painted a very 
excellent portrait of me, which, when I 
went to pay him for, he defired me to ac- 
cept, as a tribute, to ufe his own elegant 
and flattering expreffion, that his heart 
wifhed to pay to my genius. That man’s 
way of thinking and manners, are at leaft 


equal to his pencil. 


‘You fee therefore the delicacy of my 
fituation, as well as the neceffity, if the 
genius of Reynolds is to be employed in 
the bufinefs, of your taking it entirely up- 
on yourfelf. Or if your friendly impati- 
ence which you exprefs with fo much 
kindnefs, will let you wait till we make 
our tour to Bath, your favorite Gainfbo- 


rough may do the deed. 
Or 
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Or why not your litle friend Cofzway, 
who is rifing faft into fame and fortune. 
~ But be it as you pleafe, and arrange it ac- 


cording to your own fancy. 


At all events, I fhall treat myfelf when 
I get to Rome with my own bufto, if 
Nollikens does not make a demand for it 
that may be inconfiftent with my Exche- 
quer. The ftatuary decorations of my 
erandfather the Archbifhop’s monument, in 
the Cathedral at York, which you admire 
fo much, have given birth, I believe, to 
this whim of mine; and this piece of mar- 
ble, which my vanity—for let it be vanity 
if you pleafe—deftines for myfelf, may be 
placed by the hand of friendfhip, and by 
yours perhaps, near my grave-—and fo 
much for that, | 


But 
G2 
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But I was born for digreflions, .and, I, 
therefore, tell you at once, not rafhly, or 
prematurely, but with all due fobriety and 
reflection, that Lord —-— is of a low, bafe, 
pimping nature. If he had been nothing 
but a fool, I fhould have faid—-Have mer- 
cy upon him: but he has juft underftand- 
ing fufficient to make him anfwerable for 
what he does, and not fufficient to perceive 
the fuperiority of what is great over what 
is little.—If ever that man rifes into a good 
or anoble action, I would be bound to be 
confidered as a retailer of fcandal, and an 
il]-natured man, as long as I live, and as 
long as my memory lives; but no more of 
him I befeech you—and.the hour tells me 
to. write no more of any thing, for I mutt 
haften where I ought to have been half an 


hour 


hour ago—fo God blefs. you,. and believe 


me, where ever I am, to be 
Moft. cordially yours, 


EE; STERN EQ 


L°BOT PoE RB 
G- 3: 
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LE.T Tt ER See 


Monday Morning. 


“HE ftory, my dear friend, which you 
heard related, with fuch an air of autho- 

rity, is like many other true ftories, ablo- 
lutely falfe. Mr. Hume and I never had a 
difpute—I mean aferious, angry or petulant 
difpute, in our lives :—1indeed I fhould be 
moft exceedingly furprized to hear that Da- 
vid ever had an unpleafant contention with 
any man;—and if I fhould be made to be- 

lieve that fuch an event had happened, no- 


thing 


STERN&. 
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thing would perfuade me that his oppo- 
nent was not inthe wrong: for, in my life, 
did I never meet with a being of a more 
placid and gentle nature; and it is this a- 
miable turn of his character, that has giv- 
en more confequence and force to his fcep- 
ticifm, than all the arguments of his fo- 
phiftry.—You may depend on this asa 


truth. 


We had,.I remember well, a little plea- 
fant fparring at Lord Hertford’s table at 
Paris; but there was nothing in it that did 
not bear the marks of good-will and urba- 
nity on both fides.—I had preached that 
very day at the Ambaffador’s Chapel, and 
David was difpofed to make a little merry 
with the Parfon; and, in return, the Par- 
fon was equally difpofed to make a little 

mirth 


G 4 


128 LETTERS OF THE LATE 


mirth with the Infidel; we laughed at one 
another, and the company laughed with us 
both—and, whatever your informer might 
pretend, he certainly was not one of that 


company. 


As for his other hiftory, that I preached 
an offenfive fermon at the Ambaffador’s 
Chapel—it is equally founded in truth; 
for Lord Hertford did me the honour to 
thank me for it again andagain, The text, 
Twill own, was an wilucky one, and that 
was all your informer could have heard 
to have juftified his report.—If he fell 
afleep immediately after I repeated it—I 
will forgive him. | 


The fa&t was as follows: 
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Lord Hertford had juft taken and fur- 
nifhed a magnificent Hotel; and as every 
thing, and any thing gives the fafhion. of. 
the moment at Paris, it had been the fafh- 
ion for every one to go to fee the Englifh 
Ambaffador’s new hotel.—It occupied the 
curiofity, ‘formed the amufement, and gave 
a fubjeét of converfation to the polite cir= 


cles of Paris, for a fortnight:at leaft.. 


Now it fell to my lot, that is to fay,, E 
was fequefted to preach,.the firft day fer-. 
vice was: performed in. the chapel: of this 
new hotel.—The meffage was brought me 
when I was playing a fober game of Whitt 
with the Thorzbills, and.whether.it’was that 
was called rather abruptly from my after- 
noon’s amufement to prepare myfelf for this, 
bufineis, for it.was to be onthe next day 3. 


or: 
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or from what other caufe I do not pretend 
to determine, but that unlucky kind of fit 
feized me, which you know I can never re- 
fitt, and a very unlucky text did come into 


my head,—and you will fay fo when you 
read it. 


** And Hezekiah faid unto the Prophet, 
A I have fhewn them my veffels of gold, 
and my veffels of filver, and my wives 


| and my concubines, and my boxes of 
‘| a 


** ointment, and whatever I have in my 


<* houfe, have I thewn unto them: and the 


Prophet faid unto Hezekiah, thou haft 
| , “ done very foolifhly.” 


€é 


rs 


_ Now, as the text is a part of Holy writ, 
that could not give offence; though wick- 
) ed wits are fometimes difpofed to ill-treat 


= 


it 
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it with their own fcurvy mifreprefenta- 


tions.—And as to the difcourfe itfelf, no- 


thing could be more innocent, and David 
Hume favoured it with his grace and ap- 


probation. 


But here I am got, I know not how, 
writing about myfelf for whole pages toge- 
ther—whereas the only part of my letters 
that can juftify my being an egotift, is, 
when I affure any gentle fpirit, or faith- 
ful friend, as I now do you, that I am 
her, orshis, or your 


Moft affectionate, 
humble fervant.. 


L. STERNE., 
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L‘E T T ER XXIV, 


Tomes 


Weduefday Noons.’ 


ELIEVE me, my dear friend, T have 

no great faith in Doétors.. Some 
eminent ones of the faculty affured me, ma- 
ny years ago, that if Icontinuedto do as E 
was then doing, I fhould not live three 
months. Now the fact is, that I have been: 
doing exactly what they told me I ought 
not todo, for thirteen years together—and 
here I am, as thin, it is true, but as fau- 


ees 
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cy as ever; and it will not be my fault, if | 
I do. not continue to give them the lie for \ 


another. period of equal duration.. 


It is Lord Bacon, 1 think, who obferves,, 
—at leaft be it who it may that made the 
obfervation, it is not unworthy the great 
man whofe name I have juft written—Tha 
Phyficians are old women, who fit by your 
bed-fide till. they kill you, or Nature cures: 


you.. 


There is an: uncertainty in the bufinefs 
that often baffles experience, and renders 
oenius abortive— Tho’ I mean not, believe 
me,. to be fevere on a {cience which is fome- 
times made the means of doing good. Nay, 
the fcience itfelf confidered, naturally and 
phyfically, is the eye of all the reft. But 
Ido 
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Ido not always hold my peace when I re- 
fect on thofe felf-conceited,. upftart pro- 
feffors of it, who fly and bounce, and give 
themfelves airs, if you do not read the 
directions upon the label of a phial, which 
contains the matter of their prefcriptions, 
with as much reverence, as if it had been 


penned by St. Luke himfelf. 


Goddefs of Health—let me drink thy 
healing and fuftaining beverage at the pure 
fountain which flows at thy command! 
Give me to breathe the balmy air, and to 
feel the enlivening fun—and fo I will !— 
for if I do not fee you in fifteen days, I will, 
on the fixteenth, ftep quickly into the Do- 
ver coach, and proceed without you to the 
banks of the Rhone, where you may fol- 
low me if you pleafe—and if you do not, 


the 
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ay 


the difference between us will be—that 
while you are paffing your Chriftmas-day 
in fencing againft fogs, by warm cloaths 
and large fires, I fhall be fitting on the 


grafs, courting no warmth but the all- 


cheering one which proceeds from the 
grand luminary of nature. 


think on thefe things I befeech you 
—and let me know about it, for I will not 
remain gafping another month in Lon- 
don, even for your fake,—or for your com- 
pany, which,—I might add, would be 


for my own fake. 


In the mean time, and at all times, 
may God blefs you. 
Par, 


moft cordially your’s, 


L STERNE, 
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oD. TT oa XXYV, 


TO 


Wednefday Noon 


F AMalways getting into a fcrape, not 

from a carelefnefs of offending, as 
fome good-humoured people have fufj pect- 
ed; for I do not with to give offence; but 
from the want of being underftood.— Pope 


| has well. exprefled the hardthip of being: 
forced’ 


—— to trudge 


Without. a fecond and without a judges. 


: I think 
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| 
I think the quotation is correct.— Indeed, | 
a man may proceed well enough without 2 | 
fecond. Genius is oftentimes fo far from 
wanting fuch an affiftant, that it is fre~ 
quently clogged by it;—but to be without 
a judge is a mortification which comes 
home with much feverity to the bofoms of 
thofe who feel, or fancy, which is pretty 
near the fame thing, that judgment—l 
mean impartial, adequate judgment, would. 


be their reward.. 


To be eternally mifunderftood, and 
which naturally follows, to be eternally 
mifreprefented by ignorance, is far, far 
worfe than to be flandered. by malice.— 
Calumny is more than oftentimes, for it 
is almoft always the facrifice which vice: 
pays to virtue, and. folly offers up to wif- 
dom.—A. wife man. while he pities the ef- 


forts, 
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forts of flander, will feel a kind of confe- 
quence from the exertion of them ;—like 
the philofopher who is faid to: have raifed 
a monument to his own fame, with the 
ftones, which the malignity of his compe~ 


titors had threwn at him. 


The divorce between virtue and repu~ 


tation is too common to be wondered 


at—though it is too unjuft not to be la- 
mented: but that being a circumftance: 
which connects itfelf with fomething like 
the general order of Providence, we are 
able to confole ourfelves: under it, by 
hope and refignation.. But in: the little, 
and comparatively fpeaking, the petty bu- 
finefs of human fame—the mind may be 
juftified in. kicking at the perverfions to. 
which its honeft and beft endeavours: are 
fo continually. fubject. 


T da 
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¥ do mot fincerly affure you, that I 

have feldom been fo proud of myfelf and 
the little difplay of my talents,—whatever 
they may be—as I was in the very cir- 
cumftance which has given fo much un- 
eafinefs. 1 intended no feverity—I was 
all complacency and good humour—my 
fpirits were in unifon with every generous 
and gracious thought,—and, fo far was I 
from poffeffing the idea of giving offence 
—and to a Lady—that there never was 
a moment of my life, perhaps, when I 
was fo difpofed to buckle on my armoury. 
and mount my Rofizante, to go and fight 
the caufe of injured or captive beauty.— 
But inftead of all this, here am I confidered 
as the very monfter whom I myfelf was. 


ready to combat and to deftroy. 


FAO EETTERS OF THE LATE 


5 


You will, therefore, be fo good as to 
communicate thefe thoughts, in as much 
better a manner as you’ pleafe, «to: Mrs. 
Fi——,. and affure her, that fhe has only 


- r, 


done what fo many have dene before her 
~—that is, fhe has mifconceived, or, as that 
word a produce a mifconception—— fhe 


has mifunierfood me.. 


So far Iam moft willing to. travel im 


the high-way of apology; and, if fhe is 
difpofed: to: file, I will receive her res 
turning favour, with all due acknow- 
Jedgments; but if fhe fhould. think it 
clever, or witty, or confequential, to cone 
tinue to be offended—TF will not: fail to. 
remember her in a poftfcript. to my. chap~ 
ter on the right and wrong end.of.a.wo~ 


Mah $s; 
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man; which, though my uncle Toby, 
from a certain combination of circum- 
‘ftances could never be made to under- 
ftand, I will explain to the world in 
fuch a manner, that they who run may 


read. 


I am not, however, unintelligible to 
all. There are fome fpirits who want no 
key either to my fpeech or my wri- 
tings; and they—I mean the fpirits— 


are of 


the firft order. This is fome 
comfort, and that comfort increafes both 
in its weight and meafure, on the re- 


flection that you are one of them. 


But my paper and poftman’s bell 
both warn me to do—what I ought 


to have done at leaft a page ago— 


and 
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and that is to write adieu; fo adieu, 


and God blefs you. 
I am, 


moft cordially yours, 


Ay ‘Le Sel ek EN 


LETTER 


WAR, AURENCE STERNE, 


ii 1 VER ASV 


To—— —— 
Thurfday Now 1+ 


ERE. I a Minifter of State—inftead 

of being a country-parfon;—or 
yather, though Ido not know that it is 
the better thing of the two,—were I king 
of a country, not like ~Samcho-Pancha, 
without a will of my own, but with all 
the rights, privileges and immunities be- 
longing to fuch a fituation, I would not 
fuffer a man of genius to be pulled to pie- 
ces, or pulled down, or even whiftled at, 
by any man who had not fome fort of ge- 


nius 
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nius of his own.—That is to fay, I would 


not fuffer blockheads of any denomination 


to fhew their heads in my territories. 


What—will you fay—is there no faving 
claufe for the ignorant and the unlettered ? 
—No fpot fet apart for thofe on whom 
{cience has not beamed; or the current 
of whofe genius poverty has frozen? —My 
dear friend, you do not. quite underftand 
me,—and I beg of you not to fuppofe— 
that all men are blockbeads who are not Kara 
ned—and that no man who is learned eaia 


be a blockhead, 


My definitions are not borrowed from 
the common room of a College, or the 
dull muzzing pericranium of a word- 
mongering dictionary maker, but from 
| the 
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the book of Nature, the volume of the 
world, and the pandeéts of experience. 
There I find a blockhead to be a man, (for 
J am not at prefent in a humour to involve 
the poor women in the definition) who 
thinks he has what, in faét, he has not— 
and who does not know how to make a 


right ufe of that which he has. 


It is the mode of applying means to ends 
that marks the character of fuperior un- 
derftanding.—The poor fcare-crow of a 
beaft that Vorick rode fo long and to the 
laft, being once fet in the right road, will 
fooner get to the end of his journey, than 
the fleeteft race-horfe of Newmarket, who 


has taken an oppofite direction. 


Wifdom very often cannot read or write, 


and Folly will often quote you paffages 


from 
Hi 
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from all the dead, and half the living lan- 
cuages. I beg therefore, you will not form 
a bad,—that is to fay a falfe idea of this 
kingdom of mine—for whenever I get it, 
you may be fure of being well appointed, 
and living at your eafe, as every one muft 
do there, who lives to his honour.—But to 


the point. 


To the point, did I fay?—Alas! there is 
fo much zig-zag in my deftiny, that it 1s 
impoffible for me to keep going on ftrait 
through one poor letter—and that to a 
friend; but fo it is—for here is a vifitor ar- 
rived to whom I cannot fay nay—and who 
obliges me to write adieu, a page or two, 
or three, perhaps, before 1 intended to do 
it. I mutt therefore fold up my paper as 
it is—and fhall only add, God blefs you— 


which, 


MR. LAURENCE STERN, 


which, however, is the conftant and fin- ( 


cereft with of 


your affectionate, 


L, <8 TeERN'E. 


LET... ER 
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LBD Ba XXVIII. 


To—— ea 5 


Dijon, Now. 9, 1765. 
i) : 3 
My Dear Frienpn, 


recommend it to you,—not, perhaps, 

| above all things, but very affuredly 
above moft things,—to ftick to your own 

underftanding a little more than you do ; 

for, believe me, an ounce of it will an- 

; fwer your purpofe better than a pound 
| weight of other people’s. ‘There is a cer- 


tain timidity which renders early life ami- 
eb able, 
H 3 
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able, as a matter of fpeculation; but 1s 
very inconvenient indeed, not to fay dan- 
gerous, according to the prefent humour 


of the world, in matters of practice. 


There is amanly confidence, which, as 
it fprings from a confcioufnefs of poffeffing 
certain excellent qualities and valuable at- 
tainments, we cannot have too early; and 
there is no more impropriety in offering 
manifeftations of it to the world, than the 
putting on your helmet in the day of bat- 
tle. We want it as a protection—lI fay 
as a protection, from the infults and inju- 
ries of others; for, in your particular cir- 
cumftances, I confider it merely as adefen- 
five quality—to prevent you from being 
run down, or run over, by the firft ignorant 
blockhead or infolent coxcomb, who per- 

| _ celves 
H 3 


es 
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ceives your modefty to be a reftraint on 


your fpirit. 


But.this by the way.—The application 
of it is left to your own. difcernment and 
good fenfe, of which I fhall not write what 
{ think, and what fome others think, whofe 


ye <r sewn t 1 cee on 
tetuumony will wear weil. 


I am fo much better pleafed fince I fet 
my- foot'on the Continent, that'it would 
do’ you good to fee—and more goud {till 


to hear me; for | haverecovered my voice 


in this eenial climate; and fo far am I now 


from “fin ding a difficulty to make myfelf 
heard acrofs.the table, that 1 am almoft 


fit to preac ch in a-cathedr ral. 


vinta ge has been abun and is now at 


I the 
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the clofe. Every eye beams delight, and 
every voice is attuned to joy.—Though | 
arn running away as faftas I can well go, and 
am withal fo preffed by the rafcal, death ! 
that I ought not in prudence to take time 
to look behind me; yet cannot I refit the 
tem ai of aula ie out of my chaife, and 
fitting for a whole evening on a bank, to 
fee thofe AW people dance away tne la- 
bours of the day: and thus they contrive, 
for two or three hours at leaft out of the 
four and twenty, fo forget, God blefs ’em, 
that there are fuch things as labour and 


\ 


eare in the world. 


This innocent oblivion of forrow is one 
of the happieft arts of life; and philofo- 
phy, in all its forehoufe of human reme- 
dies, has nothing like unto it. Indeed, I 

am, 


Hi 
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am perfuaded that mirth—a fober, well re- 
gulated mirth— is perfectly acceptable to 
the kind Being that made us ;—and that 
a man may laugh and fing, and dance too— 


and, after all, go to Heaven. 


F never could—and I never can—nay, I 
pofitively never will, believe that we were 
fent into this world to go forrowing through 
it. On the contrary, every object around 
me—the rural dance, and the ruftic min- 
ftrelfy, that [behold and hear from my win-. 
dow, tell me that man is framed for joy. 
Nor fhall any crack-brained »Carthufian 
Monk,—or all the Carthufian Monks in 
the world,—perfuade me to the contra- 


FY 


ewift fays, vive la bagatele. I fay, vive 
la joie; which I am fure is no dagatelle; but, 


as 


MR. LAURENCE STERNE. 1§3 


as I take it, a very /erious thing, and the i 
firft of human poffeffions. 


May your treafury, my dear friend, 
continue to have good ftore in it—and, 


like the zwidozw’s crufe, may it fail not ! 


At Lyons 1 expe& to find fome tidings 
of you, and from thence I will difpatch 
fome further tidings of myfelf.—So in 
the mean time, and at all times, may God 


blefs you.—Believe me, 
I fhall ever remain moft truly 
And affectionately your’s, 
Pee Side Hit ei 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXVIII. 


Tp mcteis) ssl, 


Lyons, Nov. 16. 


f have travelled hither moft delicioufly— 
though I have made my journey in a 
dé obléseant, and of courfe, alone. But 
when the heart is at reft, and the mind is in 
harmony with itfelf, and every fubordinate 
feeling is well attuned, not an object of- 
fers itfelf to the attention but may be made 
| to produce pleafure-—Befides, fuch is the 


character of this happy people, that you 
| pate fee 
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fee a {mile on every countenance, and hear 
the notes of joy from every tongue. — There 
is an old woman, at this moment, playing 
on the viol before my window, and a groupe 
of young people are dancing to it, with 
more appearance, and, I believe, more 
reality of pleafure, than all your brilliant 


affemblies at Almack’s can boatt. 


I love my country as well as any of her 
children—and I know the folid, charaéte- 
riftic virtues of. its people ;—but they. do 
not play the game of happinefs with that 
attention or fuccefs which is praétifed and 
obtained here.—I fhall not enter into the 
phyfical or moral difference between the 
two nations—but I cannot, however, help 
obferving that, while the French poffefs 


2 
H 6 
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a gaity of heart, that always weakensiand 
fometimes baffles forrow, the Englifh till 
amfwer the defcription of the old°French- 


man, and really continue to divert them- 
felves moult triflement, 


Nay, how often have I feen at a York 
Affemoly, two young people dance down 
thirty couple, with as grave countenances 
as if they did it for hire, and were, after 
all, not fure of being paid: and here have 
I beheld the fun-burnt fons and daughters 
of labor rife from their fcanty meal with not 
a pulfe in their hearts that did not beat to 
pleafure;—and, with the brighteft looks of 
fatisfation, make their wooden thoes re- 


{ponfive to the found of a broken-winded 
hautboy, 


All 
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All the world fhall never perfuade me 
there is not a Providence, and a gracious 
ene too, which governs it. With every 
bieffing under the fun we lock vrave, and 
reafon ourfelves into diffatisfaction; while 
here—with fcarce any bleffing duz rhe San 


—on eft content de fon état. 


But the kind Being who made us all, 
gives to each the portion of happinefs, 
according to his wife and good pleafure; 
for no one—and nothing is beneath his all- 
providential care ;—he even tempers the wind 
to the fhorn lamb. 


By fuch reflections, and under fuch in- 
fluences, Iam perverted from my pur- 


pofe; for when I drew my chair to the ta- 


ble 
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ble, and dipped my pen into thesinkhorn, 
I breathed nothing but complaint, andut 
was my fole defign to tell you fo—for)] 
have fent—a /a pofle reflante again and again, 
and there is no letter from you. But 
though I am impatience itfelf to continue 
my journey towards the ips, and cannot 
poflibly indulge my curious fpirit till I hear 
from you, yet fuch is the effect of my fym- 
pathetic nature, that I have caught all the 
eafe and good humour of the people about 
me, and feem to be fitting here, in my 
black coat and yellow flippers, as contented 
as if I had not another ftep to take; and, 
God knows, I have a pretty circuit to 


make, my friend, before I may embrace 
you again. 


It is not, as you well know, my prattice 


to icratch out any thing I write, or I would 
erafe 
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erafe the laft dozen lines; as, the very mo- 
ment I had concluded them, your letter 
and two others arrived, and brought me 
every thing I could wifh.—I would really 
linger, if I thought you would overtake 
me. At allevents, we fhall meet at Rome 
—at Rome—and I fhall now take the wings 
of to-morrow morning to forward my pro- 


erefs thither. 


I fincerely hope this paper may be 
thrown away upon you,—that is, I with 
you may be come away before it has made 
its paflage to England.—At all events, 
my dear boy, we fhall meet at Rome. So 
till then—fare thee well :—there and every 


where—I fhall be, 


Your mot faithful and affectionate 


L.;. SL, FRNA Bs 
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$Qeine eS 


ae Bond Streete 


HAVE a great mind to have done with 
| ; joking, laughing and merry-making, 
Hl for the reft of my days, with either man, 
woman, or child; and fet up for a grave, 
| formal, fee-faw character; and difpenfe ftu- 

pid .wifdom, as I have hitherto been faid. 

to have done fenfible nonfenfe, to my coun- 


try-men and country-women. 


To tell you the truth—I began this Iet- 


ter yefterday morning, and was interrupt- 
ed 
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ed in getting to the end of it, by halfado-. 


ple, who called upon me to 


4 


zen idle peo 
lounge and to laugh;- though one of them 
forced me home with him to dine with his 
fitter, whom I found to bea being of a fu- 
perior order, and who has abfolutely made 
the fomething like a refolution with which 
I began this letter, not worth the feather 


of the quill with which it was written. 


She is, in good faith, charming beyond 
my powers of defcription; and we had fuch 
anevening, as made the cup of tea fhe gave 


me more delicious than nectar. 


By the bye, fhe wifhes very much to be- 
come acquainted with you—not, believe 
me, from any reprefentations or biography 
of mine, but from the warm encomiums fhe 


has 
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has received of you from others, and thofe, 
as fhe fays, of the firft order, After all 
this, however, you may be fure that my 
teftimony was not wanting.—-So that, when 
you will give an opportunity, I fhall have 
the honour of prefenting you to kifs her 
hand, and add another devout worfhipper 


at the tem iple of fuch tranfecendant merit. 


Tam really of opinion that, if there is_a 
woman in the world formed to do you good, 
and to make you love her into the bar- 
gain—which, I believe, is the only way of 
doing you any good—this is the pre-emi- 
nent and bewitching character.—Indeed, 
were you to command my feeble powers to 
deliniate the lovely being whofe affections 
would well theepay thee for all the heart-achs 


Ak,” 


and difquieting apprehenfions that may and 
will afflict thee in thy pafiage through life, 


it 
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it would be this fair and excellent creature. 

My Knight Errant fpirit has es told 
her that fhe is a Delcinea to me—but | 
would moft willingly take off my armour 
and break my {pear, and refign her as an 


Angel to you, 


I need not fay any thing, I truf, of my 
affection for you; and J shite juft now 
fome fingular ideas on your fubject, wh ich 
kept me awake laft night, when I ought to 
have been found afleep—but I thall referve 
them for the communication of my ‘fire- 
fide, or your’s, as it may be; and | wifh, 
as devoutly as ever I wifhed any thing 

in my life, that my fire was to brighten 


before you this very evening 


In the name of fortune,—for want of a 


better at the moment,—what bufine 
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you to be fifty leagues from the capital,. 
at a time when I ftand fo much in need of 


you, for your own fake. 


I hear you exclaim—whom is all this 
about ?—-And I fee you half determined to 
throw my letter into the fire, becaufe you 
cannot find her name in it. This is all, 
my good friend, as it ought to be—for 
you may be affured that I never intended 
to write her name on this fheet of paper. 
I have told you of the divinity, and you 


will find the reft infcribed on the altar. 


I was never more ferious in my life; 
fo let the wheels of your chariot roll as 
rapidly as poft-horfes can make them, 
towards this town; where if you come 
not foon, I fhall be gone; and then I 
know not what may become of all my pre. 


sent 


165 


MR. LAURENCE STERNE, 


pent good intentions towards you ;—future 
ones, itis true, I fhall have in plenty— 
for, at all events, in all circumftances, and 


every-where, 
I am, 
Moft cordially, 


lant 


and affectionately your’s, 


d 


Ler Sul ERNE, 


LETTER 
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LE T TER Xxx 


Tote geen 


Friday. 


HESE may be piping times to you, 
my dear friend, and I rejoice at it— 


but they are not dancing ones to me. 


You will perceive, by the manner in 
which this letter is written, that if I dance 


—Holbein’s piper mutt be the fidler. 


Since I wrote to you laft, Ihave burft 
another vefiel of my lungs, and loft blood 
enough 
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enough to pull down a very ftrong man: 
what it has done then with my meagre 
form, cladas it is with infirmities, may be 
better imagined than defcribed.—Indeed, it 
is with difficulty and fome intervals of re- 
pofe that I can trailon my pen; and, if it 
were not for the anxious forwardnefs of my 
fpirits, which aids me for a few minutes by 
their precious Mechanifin, I fhould not be 
able to thank you at all:—I know I cannot 
thank you as I ought, for your four letters 
which have remained fo long unan{wered, 


and particularly for the laft of them. 


I really thought, my good friend, that I 
thould have feen younomore. ‘The grim 
{care-crow feemed to have taken poft at the 
foot of my bed, and I had not ftrength to 
laugh him off as I had hitherto done:—fo 
I bowed my head in patience, without the 
leaft 


—— 
Oca ern - . 
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q leaft expectation of moving it again from 


my pillow. 


But fomehow or other he has, I believe, 


tent = 


changed his purpofe for the prefent—and 


Fh a eT 


= 


we fhall, I truft, embrace once again. I 


| \ can only add, that, while I live, I thail 
if be 
} 


Mott affectionately your’s, 


Lo SVE R WN’E. 


LE PER 
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LETTER XXXL 


To—— —— 


Bond-fireet, May 8. 


YW Felt the full force of an honeft heart-ach 


on reading your laft letter.—The ftory 
it contains may be placed among the moft 
affecting relations of human calamity, and 
the happieft efforts of human benevolence. 
I happened to have it in my pocket yefter- 
day morning when I breakfafted with Mrs. 
M——; and, for want of fomething fo 
good of my own, I read the whole of your 
letter to her,——but this isnot all; for, what 
J is 
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is more to the purpofe, (that is, to the 
purpofe of your honour) fhe defired to read 
it herfelf, and-then the entreated me not to 
delay the earlieft opportunity to prefent you 
to her breakfaft-table, and the miftrefs of 
it to you. I -told her-of the aukward dif. 
tance of an hundred miles, at leaft, that lay 
between us; but I promifed and vowed,— 
for I was obliged to do both,—that the mo- 
ment I could lay hold of your arm; I'would 
lead you to ber veftibule.—I, really: begin. to 
think I thall get fome credit-by you. 


Love, I moft. readily acknowledge, is 
fabject to violent paroxyfins, asiwellas flow 
fevers ; but there is fo much pleafure at- 
tendant upon the-paffion in general, and {6 
many amiable fympathies are connected 
with it; nay,—it is fometimes fo fuddenly, 
and oftentimes fo eafily.cured, that I can- 


not, 
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not, for the life of me, pity its difafters 
with the fame tone of commiferation, which 
accompanies my confolatory vifits to other 
lefs oftenfible fources of diftrefs.—In the 
Jaft fad feparation of friends, ope-com- 
forts: us-with the profpeét of: an eternal-re- 
union, and religion encourages the: belief of 
it:—-but, in the melancholy hiftery which 
you relate, I behold. what has always. ap- 
pearedito me, to be the moft affecting fight 
in the gloomy region.of human misfortune: 
I mean the-pale countenance of one ‘who 
has feen better days; and. finks under the 
defpair of feeing them return.. The mind 
that is bowed. down:by unmerited calamity, 
and knows not from what point.of the com-=- 
pafs: to. expectany good, is in aftate, over 
which the Angel of pity fheds all his fhow- 
ers—Unable to dig, and to beg -ofhamed— 


what 
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what a defcription !—what an object for 
relief; and how great the rapture to re- 


lieve it ! 


Ido not, my dear boy,—indeed I do 
not——envy your feelings, for I truft that I 
fhare them ; but if it were poffible forme to 
envy you any thing that does you fo much 
honour, and makes me love you, if poffi- 
ble, fo much better than I did before—it 
is the little fabric of comfort and happinefs 
which you have erected in the depths of 
mifery. The whole may occupy, perhaps, 
but little {pace in this world—but, like the 
muftard feed, 1t will grow up and rear itshead 
towards that Heaven, to which the Spi- 
rit that planted it will finally condué you. 


Robinfon called upon me yefterday, to 
take me to dinner in Berkeley-/quare ;— 
and 
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and, while I was arranging my drapery, I 
eave him your letter toread. He felt it as 
he ought, and not only defired me to fay, 
randfome thing on his part to you, 
but he faid a great many handfome things 
of you himfelf, during dinner and after it, 
and drank your health. Nay, as his wine 
warmed him, he talked loud, and threat- 
ened to drink water—like you—the reft of 


his days. 


But while I am relating fo many fine 
things to flatter your vanity, let me, I be- 
feech you, mention fomething to flatter my 
own;—and this is neither more or lefs 
than a very elegant filver ftandifh, witha 
motto engraved upon it, which has been 
fent me by Lord Spencer. "This mark of 
that Nobleman’s good difpofition towards 


me, 


3 
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mé, was difplayed in a manner, which en- 


vy 
hanced the value of the gift, and heighten- 
ed my fenfe of the obligation. Icould not 


thank ‘him for it as Tought; but I wrote 
my acknowledgements as well as I could, 
d promifed his Lordthip that, as it was 

2 
a piece of plate the Shandy family would 
value the moft, it fhould certainly be the 


i; 


faft they will part with. j 

I had another little bufinefs to com- 
municate to you, but the poftman’s 
bell warns me to write adieu—fo God 
blefs you, and preferve you, as you ate; 
-—and this wifh, bythe bye, is faying no 
fmall matter:in your faveur; but it is 
addrefied for, and to you, with the fame 
truth that euides my pen in affuring you, 
that I am, moft fincerely and cordially, 


your fait] ful i fr iend, 


L. STERN E; 
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To —— ——= 


Bond Streets 


oh hAaseaae is acertain pliability of the 
affections, my dear friend, which, 

with all its inconveniences,—and I will ac- 
knowledge a thoufand,—forms a wonders 
ful charm in the human character.—To 
become a dupe to others, who are almoft 
always worfe, and, very often, more ig- 
norant than yourfelf, is not only mortify- 
ing to one’s pride, but frequently deftruc- 
tive to one’s fortune. Neverthelefs, there 
I 4 is 
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obferved miftruft in the heart, I would 
never rap at the door. of.it,. €ven to pay, if 
I could help it, a morning vifit, much lefs 


tale av Indain her 
to take my lodging there, 


Niger eft, hune.tu Romane cavetoe 


Ae Es an ad as oe f lity a yf apen re 1. 
£HIS iOrt Oo cuilibil ably Mot certainly 
lays you open to the defigns-of knayes and 


as!. to be found in 
the hedges and highway fides, and willcome 
in without the trouble of fending for them. 
~The happy mean between. mad good. 
nature and. mean sfelf-love;. is of difficult 
attainment; though Mr, Pope. fays,— 
that 
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that Lord Bathurft poffeffed it in an emi- 
nent degree,—and I believe it. Indeed, it 
is for my honour that I fhould believe it, as 
I have received much kindnefs, and many 
generous attentions from that venerable, 
and excellent nobleman :—as I never pof- 
fefied this happy quality myfelf, I can only 
recommend it to you, without off Ferin ig any 
inftructions on a duty, of which I cannot 
offer myfelf as an example.—This is not 
altorether clerical,—I mean as clergy- 


~*~ mat j L f ‘aw fer 
men Go,—but ho matter, 


B——— is exaétly one of thefe harm- 
lefs, inoffenfive people, who never frets 
or fumes, but bears all his lofles with a 
moft Chriftian patience, and fettles the ac- 
count in this manner,—that he had rather 


4 


lofe-any thing than that benevolence of dif- 
Sere pofition 
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pofition, which forms the happinefs of his 
life.’ But how -will all this end for you 
know, as I’ know, that when once you 
have won his good opinion, you may ‘im: 
pofe uponhim ten times aday,—if nine did 
not fuit your purpofe. The real friends of 
virtue, of honour, and what is bef in the 
human charaéter, fhould form a phalanx 


round fuch a man, and preferve him from 


the harpy plottings of fharpers and vil- 


eee 
AIne 
Jains. 


But there is another fpecies of cullibility 


that I never can ‘be brought to pity, which 


arifes from the continualaim to make culls 


ofothers. It is not that gentle, confiden- 
tial, unfufpicious fpirit, which I have al- 
ready hinted to you, but an overweenineg, 
wicked, infidious difpofition, which, by 


bein es 
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being continually. engaged in the miferable 
bufinefs of deceiving others, either outwits 
itfelf, or is outwitted by the very objects 


of its own fallacious intentions. 


There isnot, believe me, amore ftraight 
way. to the being a dupe yourfelf, than the 
refting your hopes or pleafure im making 


dupes of others. 


Cunning is not an honourable qualifi- 
cation ; itis a kind of left-handed wifdom, 
which even fools can fometimes practife, 
and villains always make the foundation of 
their defigns :—But, alas! how often does 
it bétray its votaries to their difhonour, if 


not to their deftruction. 


Though an occafional {tratagem may be 


fometimes innocent, I am ever difpofed 
I 6 7 to 
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to fulpect the caufe where it muft be em- 
ployed;* for, ‘after all, you will, I am fure, 
agree with me, that where artifice'is not to 
be condemned as acy ime, the neceflity, which 


demands it, muft be confidered as a misfiur= 


Zune, 


I have been led to write thus Socratically 
from the tenor of your letter ; though, if 
y paper would allow me, I would take 
fritk, and vary the fcene; but I have sae 
room to add, that I dined in Brook-/treet 
Jaft Sunday, where many gracious things 
were faid of you, not only by the old folks, 
but, which is better, by the young VIN LIN 
I went afterwards, not much to my credit, 
to. Argyle Buildings, but there were no 
virgins there. So may God forgive me, 


and 
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LE TT ERR Xocxrir 


To—— ——, 


Coxwould, Auguft 19, 1766, 


A | /. MONG your Whimficalities, my 
i [r? ; * 
al ~~. -\ dear friend, for you have them as well 


as Tri/iram,—there is not one of them which 
} pofieffes a more amiable tendency, than 
that gentle fpirit of modern Romance 
which, hadft thou lived in days of Yore, 
would have made thee the verieft Knight 
Errant, that ever brandifhed a {pear,' or 


wore a vizzd. 
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And full well do I know, nor does th 


E—— 
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vaticination efcape me without a figh, that 
it will lead thee into a thoufand {crapes,— 
and fome of them may be fuch, as thou 
wilt not eafily get out of;—and fhould the 


fortunes of thine houfe be fhaken by any of 


them,—with all thy pleafant enjoyments; 
—what then? you may fay; nay I think I 
hear you fay fo,—why thy friends will then 


lose thee. 


For if foul fortune fhould take thy ftate- 
ly palfrey, with all its gay and gilded trap- 
pings from beneath thee; or if, while thou 
art fleeping by moon-light beneath a tree, 
—it fhould efcape from thee, and find 
another mafter;—or if the miferable Ban- 
ditti of the world fhould plunder thee,—I 
know full well that we fhould fee thee no 
more;—for thou wouldft then find out fome 


diftant 
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diftant cell, and become an Hermit; and 
endeavour to perfuade thyfelf, not to re- 
egret the feparation from thofe friends, who 


ull ever regret their feparation fron m thee, 


S 


This enthufiaftic fpirit, is in itfelfa good 
{pirit;—but there is no fpirit whatever,— 
no, not a fermagant fpirit, tha ee a 
more active reftraint, or a more difcreet re- 
gulation. 

And fo we will go next fpring, if you 
pleafe, to the fountain. of Vauclufa, and 
think of Petrarch, and, which 1s better, 
apoftrophife his Laura.—By that time, I 
have reafon to think my wife will be there, 
who, by the bye, is not Lavra;—but my 
poor dear Lydia will be with her, and fhe 


is more than a Laura to her fond father 


Anfwer 
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Anfwer me on thefe things, and may God 
blefs TOU , 


T remain, 


With the moft cordial truth, 


Youraffe&ionate 


L. STERNE 


LETTER 


LAURENCE STERNE. 


BIR. 


LETTER XXXIV. 


To—— 


Sunday Evenings 


f HERE isa certain kind of offence 
which a man may,—nay, which he 

ought to forgive:-—But fuch is the jealous 
honour of the world, that there is a fort of 
injury, commonly calledan affront, which, 
if it proceeds from a certain line of cha- 
racter, muft be revenged.—But let me en- 

- treat. thee to remember that hardnefs of 
heart is not worth thine anger, and would 
difgrace 
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difgrace thy vengeance.—To turn upon a 
man who poffeffes it, would not, like Saint 


Paul, be kicking againil c the pricks,— —but, 


which is far w vorfe, againft a flint. u 
didft right, therefore my dear boy,—in 


letting the matter pafs as thou haft done. 


As far as my obfervation has reached, 


and the circle of it is pil. no means, a nar- 


= 


row one—an hard heart is 2 alw ‘ays a coward 
ly heart.—Generofity and courage are af- 
ALevate. 40> tote te RPE Gi bd deg Be 
fociate virtues; and the character which 
n{lataa aha tA TAR t9n7744 ye || at f 
pokenes the former, Muit, in the nature o 


mental arrangements, be adorned with the 


If I perceive a man to be capable of do- 
ing a mean action,—if I fee him imperious 
and tyrannical; if he takes advantage of 


the 
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the weak to opprefs, or of the poor to 
grind, or of the downcaft to infult,—or 1s 
continually on the hunt after excufes not 
to do what he ought,—I determine fuch a 
man, though he may have fought fifty du- 
els, to be a coward.—It is by no means a 
proof that a man is brave becaufe he does 
not refufe to fight ;—for we all know that 
cowards have fought, nay,—that cowards 
have conquered,—but a coward never per- 
formed a generous or a noble action :—and 
thou hait my authority to fay,—and thou 
mighteft find a worfe, that a hard-hearted 
character never was 2 brave one. I fay, thou 
mayft juftly call fuch aman a coward,— 
ee if he fhould be fpirited into a re- 
fentment of thy words—fear him not.— 
Trijlram fhall brighten his armour, and 
{cour the ruft from off his fpear, and aid 


thee in the combat, 
And 


ge a 
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And now let me afk thee, my good 
friend, how it happens that thy fancy has 
of late taken to. the Dormitory.—I thought 
the very names of Petrarch and Laura, and 
the enchanting fcene of Vauclufa’s fountain, 
which. is fuch: a claffical fpot to all tender 
minds, muft have infpired thee with a flow 


f fentiment, that. would have meandered 


O 
through every page of thy laft letter ;—but 
inftead.of it, here have I been faluted with 
a firing, of ftiff} ftarched notions of ho- 
nour, and God, knows what—that you 
could have found no where but in conver- 
fing with the young Lords. in great peri- 
wigs,—and the old Ladies in bouncing 
fardingals,—who have fo long inhabited 


3 16% Cs 
—-——-——’s jong, long Gallery. 


However, when you are tired of fuch 


company, and ftalking about upon amat- 
ted 
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ted floor, you may come here and contem- 
plate the Autumn leaf; and relax yourfelf 
with looking at me while I prepare another 
volume or twoto leffen the fpleen of a fple- 
netic world.—For with all its faults, I am 
willing ‘to-do it that good at leaft,—if it 
will let me;—and, if it will not,—I fhall 
leave you to pity it. So fare thee well,— 


and God blefs you. 
Lremain, 
Thine moft affectionate, 


Lic EE BN 


¥Q2 . LETTERS OF THE. LATE 


LE T 'T_EvR™ XXkY; 
To Lady SER ay ©: PE tke 


Saturday Noor. 


_JERE am I now.aétually. at my writ- 
ing table,—fhall I divulge the fe- 
cret ?—in fomething between the fortieth 
and forty-fifth year of my life,—I hall 
leave your Ladyfhip, if you pleafe, to ima- 
gine all the reft;—and, in this advancing 
ftate of my age, am I to addrefs myfelf to 
all thofe charms which are compofed by 
the happieft combination of youth and 
beauty.— 


But 
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But if you fhould confider this as a pre- 
Jumption, I will quit thofe beauties which 
_belong only to early life, and make my ap- 
plication to qualities, which are of every 
period, and poffefs that lengthened charm, 
which makes one overlook the wrinkles of 
age, and turns the hoary hair into Auburn 
Trefles. ‘That you will always poffefs the 
one as you now do ‘the other, -I have heard 
acknowledged wherever I have heard your 
name mentioned: nor do I remember that 
your praife was ever accompanied with the 
exception of a fingle 2“/—from any of the 
many various forms and fhapes, which en- 
vy plants in every corner to fnarl at excele 


lence. 


But while your Ladythip, by a kind of 
miraculous power, can fubdue envy with 


refpect 
K p 
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refpect to yourfelf,—you may fometimes, 
without meaning it, encourage its attacks 
upon others.—For my part, nothing cat 

be more certain than that I fhall be envied 
with a vengeance, when it is known with 
what a gracious condefcenfion you have 
indulged my requeft: but envy, on fuch 
an occafion, will add to my laurels inftead 
of withering them:—it is like the fear of 
glory; and, I amas proud of the one, as 
the patriot hero has reafon to be of the 


other. 


To confine myfelf, however, to the pur- 


pofe of this paper. 


Permit me to thank your Ladyfhip moft 
cordially, for permiting me to folicit the 
honour of yeur protection—as for attempt-_ 

ing 
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ing to thank you for having eranted it, that 
is not in my power; both my pen and my 
lips find it impoffible to obey the impulfe 
of my heart on the occafion.—Perhaps the 
time may come, when fome of the Shandy 
family may poffefs a fufficient eloquence, 
to offer you that homage, which is very. de- 
voutly felt, but cannot be adequately ex- 
preffed,—indeed it cannot, by 


Your Ladythip’s moft faithful, 
and obedient humble fervant, 


IL. STERNE 


LETTER 
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LET TER. xR AME. 


Foie ee 


WV cdnefday,— 


| | paft 9 at Night—aud not very well. 


ih 4 ay woman is a timid animal, I am 
| moft ready, my dear friend, to ac- 
knowledge,—but, like othertimid animals, 
is more dangerous, in certain fituations, 
than thofe who poffefs a greater degree of 
natural courage.—-I would, therefore, coun- 
fel thee for this, among a thoufand other 


reafons, never to make.a woman thine ene- 


ae 
= 


my, if thou can{t poffibly help it.—Not that 
I 
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I fufpect thee to be capable of an uncour- 
teous act, to any of the lovelier fex,—on 

the contrary, I think thee qualified, and 

| difpofed too, beyond moft men I ever 
knew, to charmthem, anddo them good: 

and itis, perhaps, om that, as much as any 

other account, that I warn thee againft giv- 
ing them offence.-—For I have more than 
once obferved, and mentioned with fome 
concern, a propenfity in thy character to 
collect thy warm affections in one particu- 
lar circle, and to be carelefs of, which, as 
it relates to women, «is the fame thing as to. 
be ungracious to thofe, who are not inclu- 


ded in it. 


There is fomething amiable,—nay, there 
may be fomething noble in che principle of 
fuch aconducét; but.it. is teo refined for 


a 
i Seek 
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1 world like our’s; in which, thort. as tife 

1S, we may eafily live long enough, to find 
the inconvenience and diftrefe of it. He 
who attaches himfelf entirely to one object 
“—er even to a few,—may, from ingrati- 


tude, Caprice, or death, be foon left alone: 


and he will come with an ill-o erace, when 


hecefiity compels him, to feek for kindnefs 


and fociety, where he formerly appeared 


If a finall cohort of friends could be cer- 
ie tain of continuing together, till they 
all) funk, into one common grave, 
your prefent theory might form not only 
a gallant, and a pleafant, but a practica- 
ble fyftem ; this, however, my dear fellow, 
cannot be, and, as for living alone when 
all our friends are gone, it is neither more, 
or lefs, than making life a living tomb, 


which, 


199 
which, in my mind, is far,--iar worie, 
" lalailics 

than a dead one. 


PO ated eeiie ~ + r Cs Ls Aire Gis 
But to return tomy fubject. 


PR TIGL The Ss a % 
W OmMat! 1S a tli mia anim: il, and c Here. 
fore, I truft and am fure thy generous na- 


e 


ture, laying afideevery other confideration, 
will never do any thing defignedly to Uil- 
trefs it.—Indeed, it. does not appear to 
me, that there can be a poffible fituation, 
which will juftify any kind of inattention to 


the fex, that may give them pain.—For 


—~ 


be affured, and I will reft my experience ot 
woman kind, of which Iam nota little 
proud, on the opinion, that the paffion for 
any individual of the fex, whatever her per- 
fections may be, which makes thee relax 
in thy gracious behaviour to the reft, will 


never 


K 4 
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never promote thy real-happinefs:—it may 
afford thee a certain feafon, though I be- 
lieve a very fhott one, of tumultuous rap 
ture, and then thou wilt awake from. thy 
delirium, to all the erievances of a fretful 


fan heme © 
-Pyrit 
ae) 8 slo 


A 


Women look at leaft for attentions ;— 
they confider them as an inherent birth- 
right, given to their fex by the laws of po- 
lifhed fociety ; and when they are deprived 
of them, they moft certainly have a right 
to complain—and will be, one and all, 
difpofed to pra@ife that revenge, which is 
not, by.any means, to be treated with con- 
tempt. It would be very unpleafant for 
me to hear in any female fociety, that my 
friend was a ftrange, eccentric, fingular, 
unpleafant character ;—and I rather think” 
that he himfelf would not be pleafed to find, . 


that 
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that fucha defcription was-given, and be=- 
heved of him.—I do not mean to urge,— 
indeed, I well.know you cannot fufpect me 
of fo grofs an error,—that.the fame regard 
isto be equally dealt to all: this is far 
from being my fyftem’;—dai I affirm on the 
ether hand—that all are not to be difregardea. 
jor one; for it will feldom happen, that the: 


affection of that one, will recompenfe thee 


for the enmity of all the reft.—Love one, 
if you pleafe, and.as much as you pleafe— 


but, be gracious to all. 


Affection may, furely; conduct thee 
3 

through an avenue of women, to her who- 

poffeffes thy. heart, without tearing the 

flounces of any of their petticoats. The 

difplayine courtefy to all whom you meet, 
pare = p) 

will delay you very little in your way, to. 


the 
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the arms of her whom you love—and, if 
I miftake not, will attune your. fenfibili- 
ties, to the higher enjoyment of the rap- 


tures you will find there. 


We have all of us, enemies enough, my 
good friend, from the inevitable courfe of 
human events, without our encreafing the 
number by fo ftrange, and unprofitable 
conduct, as that of neglecting any of the 


moft trifling offices of familiar life. 


Befides,—to come more home to thine 
heart,—let me obfervé to thee,—that cha- 
rity, and humanity, which, by the bye, 
are one, and the fame thing, are faid to be 
the foundation of thofe qualities, which 
form what is called a well-bred man.—lIf, 


therefore, you fhould, on any account, 


get 
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get into the habit of neglecting the latter, 
—you may ftand more than a chance of its 
being faid, that you do not pofflefs the 
former, which, you know to be the bright- 
eft jewel in the human character.—And 
this I am certain would wound thee in thy 


very foul. 


—My dear boy, neglect not thefe, and 
other things, which, thou mayft call, lit- 
tle things ;—for little things, believe me; 
are, oftentimes, of great importance, in 


the arrangements of life. 


You have been frequently pleafed to 
tell me, as a matter of praife, that, in my 
defcriptions, I am natural to a nicety,— 
and, when I tell of picking up an hand- 
kerchief, or wiping a tear from the cheek 


ce 


of 
Koro 
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of a diftreffed damfel, with a white one— 
or the fticking a pin intaa pincufhion, 
—and fuch things, I am far fuperior to 
any other writer.—Apply then, I befeech 
thee, this obfervation to thyfelf, and give 


me an opportunity of retorting the eulogi- 
um upon thee. This, is the fincere with 


of thy friend. 


So may God blefs thee, and dire& the 
ie | beft feelings of thy heart, to the beft pur- 
| poles of thy life. 


Tam, 
Your's, moft affetionately, 
L.2S°T ERAN F, 


The poftman’s bell tells me I have not 
time to read what I have written; but I will 
truft to both ourhearts, that there isnothing 


which either ought to be afhamed of, 
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To Mrs V-—— 


Monday Morte 


HEN all the croud, my fair lady, 


was hurried into the gardens, to 


hear the mufick of fquibs and crackers— 
and to fee the air illuminated by rockets, 
and balloons,—I was flattered, exquifitely 
flattered, to find you contented to faunter 
lackadayfically with me, round an exhauft- 
ed Ranelagh, and give me your gentle, 
amiable, elegant fentiments, in a tone of 
voice, that was originally intended for a 
Cherub. How you got it. I, know not— 
nor is it my bufinefs to enquire; [am ever 


rejoiced 
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rejoiced to find, any emanation of the other 
world, in any corner of this, ‘be it where 
it may ;—but particularly, when it pro- 
ceeds through any female organ,—where 
the effect muft be more powerful, becaufe 


it is always moft delicious. 


Now after this little emanation of my 
fpirit, which may not be quite fo celeftial 
asitought, I truft you will not think me 
‘in | uneracious, “in defiring you to excufe 
i my promifed duties, at your drawing-room 
\ this evening. The truth is,—my cough 
| has feized me fo violently by the throat, 

that, though I could hear you fing, I 

fhould not be able, to tell you the effects, 

of your mufic, upon my heart. Indéed, 

—I can fcarce produce a whifper, loud 
i enough, to make the fervant bring my 
| | gruel. 
I have 
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I have now been fo long acquainted with 
this crazy frame of mine, that I know all 
its tricks,—and, I forefee, that I have a 
wecek’s indulgence, at leaft, to beftow upon 
it,—However, on Sunday next, I truft,— 
I may be-caffock myfelf, in my cloak, 
and be chaired to your warm cabinet, where, 
I hope to poffefs voice enough, to affure 
you, of the fincere efteem, and admiration, 
I feel for you,—whether I can tell you fo, 
orno. Colds, and coughs, and catarrhs, 
may tie up the tongue, but the heart is 
above the little inconveniences, of its pri- 
fon-houfe, and will one day efcape from 
them all. ’Tull that period, I fhall bee 


leave to remain, with great truth, 
Your moft faithful, 
And obedient, humble fervant, 


Lee SE EUR NE. 
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Ly Bod Tab Re XV 


Toes ee 


Sunday Evenings 


HE poor in fpirit, and the poor in 
| } purfe, with nine out of ten,—nay, 
| | with ninety-nine, in-an hundred of the 
| | h | world, are fo alike, that, by practifing the 

virtues of the former, a man generally gets, 
all the credit, of rather difcredit of the 


latter. 


Here are very few, my friend, who have 
| that nice infight into characters, as to be 
: able to difcern the various, but approach- 

ing fhades, that diftinguifh them from 
each 


aI 


2 
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each other—and, forry am I to fay it, but, 
there are ftill fewer, who have the humani- 
ty to make them employ their difcernment, 
where it ought to be employed, in favour 


of the heart. 


This moderation of temper, which 1s 
always affociated to fterling merit, 1s made 
to win the love of the few, but is too apt, 
at the fame time, to be not only the dupe, 
but the contempt of the many. He, who 
comes not forward with his pretenfions, is 
either fuppofed to poffefs none,—or to be 
prevented by fome awkward, or difgrace- 
ful circumftances, from offering themn.— 
The ignorant, the upftart, and the affu- 
ming will, not be made to believe, that 
the humble can have merit.—As they 
themfelves wear, the tinfel fuit of tawdry 
qualifications, upon their backs, they look 
no 


210 LETTERS OF THE LATE 


no further for the qualities of others— 


Which, by the bye, is natural enough. 


The wicked, and the knavith, will not 


fuppofe, that 


amanon the fcore of con- 


1a 


{cience, or virtue, can be fuch an idiot, 
as to practife fubmiffion, and keep back 


brijliant talents from exercife, becaufe he 


cannot enlift them in an honeft caufe;— 

or, that when he is employing them in an 
: | umble way,—it is not with fome defien 
' | of artifice, or from fome motive that is 
i, | bafe;—fo that the modeft, diffident, and 
| i Chriftian character, ftands but little chance 
of what iscalled good fortune in the world. 
——Indeed, Chriftianly fpeaking, there is 
no great promife made to it, in this petty 
circle of time ;—Such virtues, are to look, 
to more durable honours, when this world 
is faded away,—and it is their confolation 


and 
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and their delight, here, that fuch a reward 
awaits them. Alas,—without this hope, 
how could the good bear as they do, the 
thoufand untoward circumftances, that 
are continually preffing upon them,—and, 
chafing away the {mile from the cheeks, 


and placing tears in their ftead. 


But I am interrupted,—or I believe,— 
inftead of a letter—you would have had a 
fermon ; but it is Sunday evening,—and 
therefore with,—a God blefs you,—I con- 


clude myfelf, 
Your affeCtionate— 
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LETTER. XMxXIEM, 
To—— —— 


Saturday Eveninge 


HAVE had, my friend, another at- 


tack, and though I am, in a great 

meafure recovered, it has hinted to me 
| } one thing, at leaft, which is,—thar if 1 
Ai ; am rafh enough to rifk the Winter in Lon- 


i don, I fhal! never fee another Spring.* 


But be that as it may,—as my family is 


now in England, and as I have my fenti-. 


mental journey ;—which, I think with you, 
will be the moft popular of my works, to 
give 


* Inthe very beginning of the following Spring, 


= oat inde 


he died at his lodgings in Bond-ftreet, 
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give to the world:—I know not how it will 
be poffible forme, to run fo counter to my 
intereft, my affections, and my vanity— 
as to fet my face fouthward before March, 
—and I think if I get to that period, I 
may bid the fcare-crow, defiance, for 
another feven, or eight months,—and then 
1 may leave him in the fogs, and go where, 
as he fo often followed me in vain, he will 
not follow me again. And this idea cheers 
my fpirit—not, believe me, that 1am un- 
ealy about death, as death;—but, that I 
think, for a dozen years to come—I could 
make .a very tolerable, good ufé of life. 

But be that as it pleafes God. 

Befides I have promifed your,—and fure 
I may add, my charming friend, Mrs. V—, 
to pay her a vifit in Ireland,—which,—fI 


mean that you fhould do with me. 
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It is not that you introduced me to her 
acquaintance,—which is fomething; it is 
not her enchanting voice which, humanly 
{peaking may be more,—nor that fhe has 
come herfelf, in the form of a pitying angel, 
and made my Tifan for me during my 
illnefs,—and played at picquet with me, in 
order to prevent my attempt to talk, as fhe 
was told it would do me harm;—which is 
moft of all—that makes me love her fo 
much as I do;—but it is a mind attuned 
to every virtue, and a nature of the firft 
order,—beaming through a form of the 
firft beauty. In my life did I never fee any 
thing—fo truely graceful as fhe is, nor had 
I an idea, “till I faw her—that grace could 
be fo perfect in all its parts, and fo fuited 
to all the higher ordinances of the firft life, 
from the fuperintending impulfe of the 
mind, For I will anfwer for it, that edu- 


B cation 


MR. LAURENCE STERNE. 215 


cation, though called forth to the utmoft 
exertions, has played a very fubordinate 
part, in the compofition of her character. 
All its beft efforts are—as it were—in the 
back ground, or rather are loft in the ge- 
neral mafs of thofe qualities, which predo- 
minate over all her acceffory accomplifh- 


ments. 


In fhort if I had ever fo great an incli- 
nation to crofs the gulph, while fuch a wo- 
man beckoned me to ftay,—I could not 


depart. 


The world, however has abfolutely kil- 
led me, and fhould fuch a report have 
reached you, I know full weli, that it 
would have grieved you forely,—and I 
with you not to fhed a tear for me in vain. 
—That you will drop more than one over 
thy 
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thy friend Yorick, when he is dead, fooths 
him while he is yet alive;—but I truft that, 
though there may. be fomething in my 
death, whenever it happens,—to diftrets 
you, there will, be fomething, alfo in the 
remembrance of me, tocomfort you, when 


Tam laid beneath the marble. 
But why dol talk of marble,—I fhould 
fay beneath the fod. 


For cover my head with aturf, ora ftone, 
? Twill be allone— 
*Twiilbe all one. 
Till then, at leaft, I fhall be, with great 
truth, 


Your moft affeCtionate, 


L. ST ERNE. 


